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TbE SEVENTH NIGHT. 


Here was mii^atifred a stately chamber, in part 
richly illuminatea. Under a canopy, was a long 
sleeping-conch, lut no person a})peared there. In 
another part of this spacious room, where the light 
prevailed less, sat one, who learned th(mghtfully «on 
a table, Us hand covering his eyes ; another figure 
stood near, but' so obscurely drawn, that for wliat 
designed could ncft be certainly known. Images, 
holding lamps,*were pictur**d in the chamber 
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THE SEVENTH NfGHT 


That same night. King Henry signed 
the d^th-wafrant of the merchant: and 
he gave notice,' tliat, on the morrow, he 
would depart for his palace of Woodstock. 
Aitd that same night, as was said, the pri- 
soner thought he beard agaiy his death- 
warning ; the same song* of jic^ce passed 
by his turret, as at this hour of the even- 
ing before. Others there were, also, about 
the castle, .who, that night, heard strange 
sounds, and witnessed more ^han they 
could well understand. 

B % 
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Amongst these, were the wardonfs of 
a posl^, near the nwth ^lls, who re- 
jwrtcd' they heard gi'ieviiigs, and, niore 
than once, saw some one pass, ^ alinosl 
within reach of their, spijies. 'Wlien they 
spoke the watch-Mord, it answered ifot. 
and, wdien they raised^ their spears, it fled. 
The same appearance^ though not the same 
moanings, w'as hVard of those, vvlio kept 
guard on the easframparVs ; and the groom 
wayte, it was said, as lie sat Avithin the ^ 
porch of King Henry’s lodgings, on*ti sud- 
den, saAV some one standing still before it. 
He had not hejard a step, but, on raisir*^ 
his head, perceived that figure. It 'was sus- 
pected he had been slumbering, and liad 
dre^ed • f the' stran^^e accident, which 
had befallen the day before. But, whe- 
ther this appearance were a reality', or 
only an impression of his fear, cOrtain it is, 
that, being on watch alone, for his master 
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had never pi}»ccl the first hour, since the 
night of his ;^arin, he^had nc*t courage now 
to s])c*ak, or evej to stej) forward, till the 
olyc'c t of his terror had passed away, l^hen, 
fie rarne forth of the i)dl*ch to little pur- 
pose ; for? all ‘ witjioijt was still and lone- 
some, and nothing to he distinguished, save 
the huge shadowy towfrs around the 
court, and tlu* stars twinkling bright 
above them. 

But Jje also beard, at times, a^strain of 
mournful music, ^iid thouglit it was a re- 
quiem in the chapel, llemembering the 
late*^ i trance occurrence in this very court, 
as lu* liad jiaced liis -I’oiind theiie, he l>e- 
gan to tliink this in ^ery trifrth tlje 

Prior of Saijit INIary, come again on some^ 
secre t errand of mischief to the imprisoned 
menrliant ; apd straight he wended to 
the keeiiers door, in Caesar's tywer, to give 
alarm. 
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But no one heard .him there, the keeper 
being, at that very tiyie, in tl5w King’s ball, 
waiting his ‘command. Xhen he wbnt to 
call the ancient wayte- his master, who 
was sleeping oift his sleep in his pwn 
lodge; and, • by the ,tinae he came back 
with his groom, this iVnknown per^s'on was 
no where to be'^ found. If these men, in 
the midst of tl'C castk, were confounded 
with fearful thotjghts, the poor, prisoner 
above, distant, forlorn and distreiicd was 
no less so ; 'for, as h? lay, in watch- 
fulness and .sorrow, ruminating on the 
extraordinary occurrence in the field of 
Tournament, sudderily he thought a voice, 
Wthout his door, cklled upon his name. 
He would not turn at the sound, fearful 
of beholding behind his grate the dim 
visage of the Prior of Saint ^lary, as ht;' 
had seen it on a former night. He knew 
that malignity alone could lead him hither ; 
and, dreading even th»‘ sound of his voice, 
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he d?ew his cloak over his head, and co- 
vered himself close, hardly daring, at the 
moment, either to see' or hear. 

A loud knocking, and then a call roused 
him, and, at last, -he heard his name spo- 
ken*; wh^, instantly turning at the sound, 
he perceived,^ beliiryl the grate, not the 
dark Countenance oi the^*Prior, nor the 
stem one of his keeper, but that of his 
beloved and unhapp}’ Hardly dar- 

jng to trust hi^s senses, he held the lamp 
nearer, 'before he l)ecame cquv meed it was 
her very self. Without question, or one 
w6>'d of endearment, she railed tremu- 
lously upon nirn to save himself by flight ; 
and, rejieating his name witli huirying fear, 
entreated him to unflfeten the door on his 
side, telling him that means were provid- 
ed for his cscaj>e, but that he had not an 
instant to* lose, ere the keeper mierht re- 
turn. 

Then, almost swooninfr witli annrehen- 
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sion, she undrew the outer bolts, and mbs 
so much exhausted by the e/Toii,, that she 

clung to the bars of Ihe grate for support. 

• * 

Woodreeve'’did not now, as on a former 
night, hesitate to uiKii'aw the inner bolts : 
no ; with the eagerness of hoj)e and Joy, 
on this unlooked for' meeting and intelli- 
gence, he forced b§ck' tlie bolts, a'.m ex- 
pected, such M as the enchantment of his 
elation, that the door M'ould open. He 
had forgotten, that the keej»er’s key, or 
the Priori!, M as necessary to unfasf?n it. 

^V’ith fliis recollection dcs])air ivtiirntKl, 
for, all his sti’ength was not sufhcien^-to 
force the lock. A^'hen lie had cea.'jed his 
efforts, gf'.d had sohiCMliat calmed the 
distresS^f liis M ifc,»he inquired* by M hat 
means she had heard of his situation ; for 
the messenger he had desjiatched, he well 
knew, could not, in so «hort ‘a time, hav<* 
reached* her. He asked, also, hoM' she had 
gained admittance to his jirison. To these 
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.questions, she ^nswered, that she had re- 
ceived a foAnr^fr letter, mentioning the time 
of his kujcling at Hiill,^while, with her sis- 
ter, living in Gloucestershire; and had Avrit- 
ten liv tlie carrier," to tell Jiiin she would 
abide thei^e, till he should jiajs thither on 

Jiis way home. Whiii* there awaiting him, 

• • 

she had heard of whJit had passed at 
Kenilwortli, from ope tvho being at ^^"ar- 
wick, wlien tlie King took wassel thert‘, 

iMid returned akuost in his train to Avit- 

* 

nesslhe festivals at the castle. 

There, hearing the name of the prison- 
er, A<hose extraordinarA’^ accusation of tht‘- 
Baron de Blonde ville.liad become known 
over the wliole forest, and c»unt\'', he had 
relinquished the exi)ectation of fine sights, 
that he might hasten to acejuaint her with 
.her husband’s danger ; and it was bv his 
contrivance* that she had gained admit- 
tance, and had hoped to effect an escaix? ; 
that, for two ni^j^hts, they had walked 
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about the castle ; and, wfiqp all was still, 
she had sung aloud^ in the\ope, that he 
roiglit heas her voifc. and know that sl«* 
sras near him. lit* now cloiilittHl*not, that 
he had heard tliis, when he thought he 
listened to ii, warning «»l’ his deafli. 

She was tlien jirdfeedii/g to give him 
some particulaas oi* the ]>lan for his escape, 
when they heard ‘footstejis ascending the 
stair. She made no attempt to conceal her- 
self ; for^ since all hojK* h>r her hushan.l 
w^as gone, sh<? had nothing more to dfead, 
and she aw^aited the exjiected ajipcaranci' 
of the keeper, w'ith indifference. 

The l^eeiier— for, if was he — came on. 
wdth in *000 hiVid, and a parchment 
ill the other ; and, seeing a stranger at 
the chainlier-door, he surlily demanded 
who she was, and what she wanted. Her* 
answ^s told part of the tnitn ; on w'hich 
he seemed somewhat softened, not refusing 
her admittance to thqr prison-chamber of 
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. her husband. , ’Then, the poor prisoner 
saw^ enter it,,4t the ^ajne time, his beloved 
wife, and the kee|)er bearing ‘his death- 
wairant !* Happily for her, she saw not 
this } she saw only her hasband, and ran 
• into his af ins,* and wept upon his breast. 
What he then^uffer*^!, who saw not only 
the evil jircpared for hhns^lf, but for her, 
none may te ll. 

When W^iod reeve could recollect him- 
sielf, h(^ made si^n to the keejK‘\;, to con- 
ceal that iireadful iristruinbnt from his 
wife, and to withdraw awhile, that he 
might j)r(j,)are her for what w as to come. 
This man so far respeet(‘d the jni.sery he 
witnessed, as to yields and leave fti^diam- 
l)er. Then, Woodreeve, calling forth all 
his fortitude to lit'ar him with composure 
‘ througli the ^ relation of his adventures 
since he had landed on Knglish shore, led 
her, step by step, to the knowledge of all 
that had passed. Put, when he came to 
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relate the manner of his tn^l, and all that 
had happened durin]^ it, all endeavours 
to prepare her for the sad result wore of 
no avail to his disti’cssed « ife ; who, be- 
fore he could oome to his sentence, -was 
gone beyond hearing, having snvohed, as 
if dead, by his side. 

The keeper, %who was brought uj) to 
the chamber bv the cries ol’ 1^'oodreeve 
for help, was moved at nhat he beheld, 
and aid was administered,' nhich slowly 
brought her l/<jck to consciousness. Soon 
as it did, they conveyed her out of that 
chamber, while the keej)er showpd jo the 
prisoner Ips death- warrant, which gave 
order jpr *liis e«cccutir*n early on the mof- 
row. It were vam and cruel to dwell 
upon the misery of this innocent man, 
thus brought into jeopardy by the rej)«ited 
crimesjof others. How to break the un- 
happy message to dns poor wife he knew 
not : vet know it she soon must ; and he 
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thought it wmro better she should know 
his sentence ^froin liis own mouth' than 
from any other. . So lately mot, after long 
aljsfiice, • and now to part for ever! He 
desired the keeper to Uing her to the 
chamber, «oon as he thought, she had re- 
covered sti’ength eupugh to hear, witliout 
destructive suffering, lhe» truth he must 
unfold. And liert^ a dark veil of misery 
falls upon a scene ol' pangs, too acute, too 
scarchiiifT, to be made known. 

And to many others in the castle was 
this night dreadful ! To the young Lady 
Baroiiess^ and to the King himself! How 
changed, indc'ed, wa^ the whole ajqiear- 
aiice of this castle, ^[roin that if w nr<‘ on 
yestcr-eve ; wherc, if tlie inhabitants were 
wakeful, it was only from the restlessness 
of joy, and prejiai'ation for the grand fes- 
tival of the morrow ! Where were i^w the 
mirth ami music, with*whicfi these walls 
had rung ? where the fco^ the dance, 
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that had made every minute^pass so quick- 
ly to the poor mortals, whost hours were 
fleeting away lieneath these princely roofs ? 
All was changed to grief and silence. The 
footsteps only of attendants were heard 
along the halls and sralleries ; tio voice 
spoke there ; it seeineil, indt^'d, as if every 
one were fearfuUof Speaking. When, per- 
chance, the door of ‘a cliiiniber w as opened, 
no hurst of merriment or song came 
forth, no harn sounded, no hum ol‘ voices. 
The impressiofi of this w hole change may 
lie best signified by conceiving what one 
might feel on another change, on^a spialler 
scale ; that in one4ic4b for instance, of this 
saiPfc edifite. which sly>ul(l have he(Ti late- 
ly deserted of its spUTidid guests, w here 
the few lights still burning iniglit serve but 
to show its lonely graiKleur. while one 
heavy step proceeds aliont the tables to 
extinguish thest* ; and then the long sound 
of the closed door denotes the vastness and 
the emptiness of all that space. 
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Now of th^ 'King's condition and the 
things, th.nt /fefell, on, this night, there go 
divers •tales. . The truth were, difficult to 
hit, because of the closeness, that guards a 
King from eye aral ear, wnthin his private 
chambers* Yvt there be occasions, when 
the €trangeiK?sf4 of gitcurrences, that seem 
not of this world’s orrfcriifpf, snr]>rize and 
thus overcome the iidelity of servants, nay 
even the prudence of others, most con- 
cerned in thera, and they speal^ of many 
things, which, at less pressifig times, they 
would keep safe locked, within their secret • 
thougJ^tj^to feed alone their own fear and 
wonder. Thus migfU it be, onjthis night. 
There went forth jnany •straiTgj^ 

This, which followctii, was much received 
at the time. Nay there were strong wit- 
nesses of some parts of it in the attending 
pages, and even in w ords dro})jK'cJ,by the 
King himself, to warrant the passing of 
the story. Jtut, K* this as it may, I tell 
hut what w .Ts told,* in the Court itself. 
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It was said then, that Kinfr Henry, aftei’ 
signing the death warrant oV, ^\*oodreeve, 
dismissed every one from his j)resen5e, 
and retired to his chaniher for all night. 
There, he would hardly endure the neces- 
sary presence, of his jjages. while he under- 
went tlie usual eereuKAiics of' his wai droln'. 
No sooner bad they divested him of his 
mantle and snreoat*, and hel]>ed him with 
Iris niglit-i'ohe, than he would permit no 
further inp’tision upon his melaneholv and 
vexing thoughts. Full of sadne.ss was he 
and of self-reproach, it may be Ireiii-ved, 
for the prejnatui*e death of om; hp had 
loved and e>tecmed, and for whose fall Ik* 
bl^mQiyriTiiseltV since, had he not so long 
delayed to execute, what he called justice 
on the merchant, whom he was still wil- 
ling to think a false accuser, the Haron, he 
held, w^uld lx* still alive. 

He sat thus ruminating, while all was 
still around him ; and what he heard afar 
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was not. likely ^o' change the temper of his 
mind — sad an(> solemn musif it was, min- 
gled as .he thought, with lamentation. He 
listencHl, and distinguished a choral chant 
of voices, faintly riA; aiid fall. It was the 
dirgJ, whu'h wjis performed iii the chapel 
for |he departul I5ar^*n de Ulondoville, in 
that very chapel, uliercf, set few days be- 
fore, his nuj)tials hi^d been solcinuized, in 
tl*e King's pri'sence, and wliere strains of 
and Iiope ajul benecliction liad lately 
ascended. 

Now, ever and anon, the trumpet groan- 
ed, and, in dismal and interruj)ted strain 
was sung, “ Darkne.s^ is my bed — the 
worm is my sister. I am rf;ovei\'d 
the mist of death, nor may the sight of 
man behold me. 

The King went to an oriel-window, 
tiiat looked \owards the chapel, aud heartl 
tlie chant of the choristers swell with 
these word.s, •* Eternal rest give unto 
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him !” And then Uie fain^ response con- 
cluded' with, “,Rest^in peace ! ” Then, the 
instruments sunk low into a murmur, and 
the voices were no more Iieard. 

Now, the tale goes, that when his I.Iigh- 
ness distinguished these words *of the re- 
quiem, he was ovejeotne. with the sad 
thoughts they vbrefught forth, aiitf he sat 
do'wn in his chair,* an^ even wept, leaning 
his arm upon a table, without noticing 
what lay there. hen the King took his 
hand from liis eyes, he beheld a sword — 
the very sword worn by the Baron dc 
Blondeville, and which Woodreeve had 
claimed, as the we^apon of his murdered 
j|^$maie; the same, of which a resem- 
blance had this day been raised up before 
the King, by the stranger knight^ in the 
field of tournament, who had tliere pointed 
it, with deadly pow'cr, gainst the Baron. 

On seeing this, his Highness was great- 
ly amazed, marvelling how, and with 
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what intent it hfd been conveyed. While 
yet he gazed, the bladq^hecame dull and 
cloudy, and large spots of rust. began to 
appear, which turned to a bloody hue. 
Then • his Highn^s, ternfied by what he 
saw, and thinking it the work of sorcery, 
looked towards •the i^te-roojn, where lay 
the esquires of the body, with intent to 
(;all them, and perceived some one, as he 
thought, posing along his chamber. The 
silver if|]^ages, which had held lights, stood 
not there, and a gloom, nigh •to darkness, 
spread through this spacious chaml)er, save 
just w^h^re^some one seemed to watch. To 
that side the ^ing directed his voice, and 


then rose up to leani tjie truth. 


NoWjthe 


hangings of this chaml)er were storied with 


the famous siege of Aeon, where the first 
King Richard^ |>erforined such valourous 
deeds, and*the light so fell on that^King 
on horsehac'k. that to the King Henry he 
seemed to be \ eri!y riding out of the arras. 
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and the sword he held \q be {;leamin(( to 
and fro. 

This w^s but a passing phantasie of the 
King’s own mind, as was afterwards de- 
clared : but tliAt, wliich followed, was said 

to .be no deceit of his fancy. 

« 

He had ri^sen to»/liscow.'r whether any 
person was ie his chamber, where there 
had been that appcprance of some one 
passing ; he saw a gleam of light, like unto 
the glistening of Richard’s sword,^ yet nei- 
ther substance, nor shape, there. Again 
and ncai-er, that light ajificared, and did 
not vanish jmmedrately as before; and, 
before it faded, it. assumed a iorui and 

countenwice anu itie King again per- 

* • 

ceived before him the stranger-knight. 
Having now lost all power to summon to 
him those who watched without, his 
Highness only heard these words, “ The 
worm is my 'sister !’’ 

The King gasping in breathless terror, 
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said, “ What art thou ? Wherefore art 
thou come ?” 

. The voice answered,, “ Give me rest — 
the worm is my sister. The mist of death 
IS on me !’’ 

The King again said, “ Wherefore dost 
tliou come?’’ to vliich ,'fhc plyiijtom an- 
swered, “ tiive me rest!” 

“ How may that he ? ” 

“ Release an innocent man.” 

“ Hnw may I know him to lie such ? ” 
said tlie King. 

“ By the sword of justice, that lies be- 
fore thee. A knight -hosj)italler .was slain 
by that sword ; it has, tlys day, slain his 
slayer, (ia.ston de Bloiideyille. tThe J'njji; 
of St. Maiy’s was his accomplice. Punish 
the guilty. • Release the innocent. Give 
me rest !” 

The King, a§ was said, had now suffi- 
ciently recovered from liis surprize, to de- 
mand proof of the Prior’s guilt, on which 
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the visio%: answered, ‘‘ I -will caU up uiie, 
who may no mpre deceive.” 

It is said, that the King s courage here 
failed, and, he called out, “ Forbear !” 

“ Recall your warrant, then,” demanded 
the spectre solemnly, “ ere it be ’.too late 
to save an innocf»nt*raan. 

At that\uoinent the matin bell sounded.' 
“ My time is short,” said the vision ; “ if 
he perish for my saae, he shall not fall 
alone. Be warned !” 

M^ile the.se words still vibRTlcd on his 
ear, the King again heard the chant from 
the chapel, and knew that they were per- 
forming the second requiem 

“ f am sumftioned,” said the vision : 
My bed is in dhrkness ; the worm is my 

sister. Yet my hojMJ ” 

The King, on looking up, saw only the 
dim countenance of the* kpight ; his form 
hhd disappeared ; in the next moment, the 
face too had passed away. But who may 
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Speak the horror of the when, in its 

place he beheld* that of the Bkron, but as 
in death ; an expression of solepinity and 
sobering overspread his visage; and the 
King heard the words, “ Mjr gnilt was my 
doom . I sl^all Ix-huld you no more. The 
prisoner is innocent,* "Hie Prior of lBt. Ma- 
ry’s is go’ne to his account. |5e warned!” 

At these words cold drops stood on the 
King’s forehead, and his ey-es I'emaioed, 
fijjcd on the vacant air, where the counte- 
nance oT"the Baron had just ayjieai^d. At 
the same instant, these words of the dis- 
tant recpiieni rose on his ear, “ I go unto 
the darlt fane ; that is covered with the 
mist of death, -a land of misery alyi dark- 
ness, where is the shdtiow of deatl^ ancT 
no order. The eye of man may fio more 
behold me.” 

Then the King lost all recollection ; his 
ear was closed against every sound. How 
long he remained thus none knew ; only 
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it was y6t early mom&ig, when the es- 
quires, sleeping \n the kntc-room, , were 
roused by^his summons. Tlien, his High- 
ness des])atclied one to the constable of the 
castle, with coininand to attend him in his 

b 

chamber, another to St. Mary’s, to know 
how' it fared with 'ijie Prior, and yet an- 
other ^0 bring tlie Eai-I of Comwail to 
hun. For my Ltird .^rchbishop, the King 
as he believecl of himself, wished not to 
disturb the reiMJse due to his age^v but ’in 
truth he likod not to see him ; for he had 
spoken tniths, which his Highness now 
too heavily beared it had been his duty to 
listen to. 

The Kiesseager, d^spatclied to tlie Priory, 
had no sooner passed the castle-ditch, and 
gotten the outside of the great portal, 
than he espied carts, drawn up nntier the 
walls, in waiting, to carry away the poor 
merchant; ere those in the castle could 
.behold, the sad sight of his removal for the 
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•dreadful purpufce, that hfili been deter- 

/* ^ 

mined upon. He spied, too, under tbe 
gloomy dawn, the whole of that dismal 
assemblage silently patching to take 
away their prey. The page rued the jury’s 
sentence on the prisoner, and he went c«i 
his way, \^th lieavy ‘heart \f for the mer- 
chant was pitied of many. 

When he reached the Priory, the bre- 
thren were at matins ; and he was told the 
Prior ^ws in his chamber. MarvbUing, as 
they did, at the King’s early message, one 
delayed, as little as might be, before he 
went t<T-?*cquaint the Prior with it. He 
struck iqwn his chamber-door ; ‘and, re- 
ceiving no answer, he* went withiiiT aha 
the Prior was found, as had been foresaid ; 
he was lifeless in his bed, stretched grim 
in death. 

He, who beheld him thusj descended 
the stair, with all speed, to acquaint tlM 
brethren then assembled, with what had 

VOL. III. c 
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h'appraed, and found the& in consternft-' 
tion ^reift as his own, thdugh ISrom a diF- 
ferept cause. 

The tapOT were dying away, and the 
only that glimmered strongly on the 
walls, came from a. spot, where stood the 
armed figfure a.knight hospitaller. His 
shield threw a deeper gloom around it 
on the tombs? and even on the tapdbs of 
the monks. He pointed with, his sword 
to the j^uqd he stood on, and exclaimed 
mournfully, “ A inurfered knight hospi- 
taller lies b^low ; search for his bones, and 
save an innocent man from death !” 

The»'figure stood for a momeni; and, 
as It* raised its shtleld, the flame thereon 
flashed, within the hollow helmet, and 
showed the stem, ^et mournful counte- 
nance of the knight, such* as it had ap- 
peared befSre the King. 

Then 'Sunk the fl^re with the flaihe, 
into the earth. 
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while# *the brethrra stood in utter 
l^epce and amazement^ then 
to look upon one another, and jto ask what 
this meant; and, even whUe they (iid so, 

’ ^ 4 

a* thrilling . voice groaned firom beneath. 

Then, without fur^er hesitation, they sent 

• 

for him whose* office *it was/to dig graves, 
t^ search might straight be made, where 
that sound had seemed \o be heard. Such 
of the. monks as, in this tumult of fear 
&nd Wander, hfld time to understand, that 
their Prior was said to be dead, how has- 
tened to his chamber to learn the trutii — 
others -#9mained in the church. 

Some of these dared to* approach the 
spot, where the s{)ectrf had^ppeare«l.vShd 
found it to be over that nameless grave, 
ttoar to which the^or merchant had found 
refuge ; and where their deceased brother, 
Anselm, had borne witnesk td‘ a super- 
natural appearance.. When the lay-brother, 
the di^er of the graves, came, who had 
‘ c 2 
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not long be^ in office, lis fibted oter the 
marvelling that one so little atli 
dent shotdd have neither name, nor daf!e, 
nor inscription of any kind, on his tomb. 

trel^ sdme standing by and observ- 
ing, wlh?, if they had been so minded, 
could have \old. that it' had not ' been 
always thus : hut they held their peace. 

On raising ,thdt stone Jind turning up 
the barth beneath, a coffin appeared, bear- 
ing thisfinscription : — 

"Reginald de Folville, Knight Hospi- 
taller of St. John, slain in a wood of Ar- 
denn, rests here ! ” 

Therefc Was neitlier taper, nor visilde 
^tme of anf kind,' over the grave, yet 
was this distinctly shown, by a strong 
light. The coffin-lid, which w^as of stone, 
like the receptacle, and w as ^ut in shape 
of the hi&d^’ and helmet, being removed, 
there lay exposed to view the figure of the 
dead 'icnight, in the armour in which he 
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jfas aifid^ch as had but now ap> 
on the 'grave ; the shield w^^ ign 
his breast ; but up sword was at his side. 
At this sjjectacle, some of the brethren 
shrunk, overcome ‘with sa sad 9 sight ; 
others pressed fta-ward, and benti,|^er the 
grave with intense ci\^osity. 

The features of the fcnight were entire, 
though shrunk and changed in death. 
They were of a noble cast, and bore the 

a . 

very countenance of the apparition. On 
forehead appeared the death^rwound. 
While yet they looked, the appearance of 
the kni^t began to change, and the coun- 
tenance to shrink ancj fade Some 

said this was only ai} effect of the living 
air, upon mortal features so long shut up 
in death ; others said not so, but that it 
was, like all^ the rest, to bring truth to 
light and administer justice to an innocent 
man. Then the coffin lid was replaced, 
and that awful spectacle of mortality was 
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hidden from view, -for aH.time. Duni) 


this, still music was heard in the air, like 
unto a requiem, hjmning some messed 
spirit. 


^ The brethren, while they listened, were 
hushed in holy peace ; some knelt oveif Ihe 
grave ; othep, stood, yrith hands and 
lifted* up, as k' following the sound with 
their attention; scad pthers, drawing the 
cowl ^ver their eyes, bent thieir heads and 
wept in ^enoe. Without the church, the 
old oaka^ swaying in the wind, mingled itt 
high and solemn harmony with the lessen- 
ing chorus, till their murmur alon^remain- 
ed. Tho^, who had heard that soothing 
stiaiiv long stood, as ^stening, still rapt in 
the qiiietude it had breathed forth, till, 
at length, their peace was enliven^ into 


cheering hope. 

The grave-4^ger, who had withdrawn 
to some distance, was the first to recoyer 
himself, aiid the sound of his footsteps 
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drew hack to present life the«thoughil of 
the holy men aij^und lim. 

Then, they recollected the death of their 
Prior, and that the King*s niessenger 
was yet waiting fo^ the tidings, which his 
Hi|^ess, by his extraon&nary anxi^y, 
appeared to have* fpreknow:i. ‘‘One bf 
them returned to the cpstly with the es- 
quire, who, when he c^e near the gates, 
Ipoking anxiously to see, whether the poor 
merchant was yet gone to his doom, 
^rceivSd, that the carts, wilii the .whole 
mournful apparatus of death,- were' already 
departed. On perceiving this, he struck 
his hands together, in sorrow and des- 
pair, with a force of action, whiclt drew the 
<diservation of his companion, who soon 
learned the occasion of his honest emotion, 
and suffered with him. 

l^ow iq|icH more would each have suf- 
fered, oould he have witnessed SU, that 
had passed withiA ’ the prison-chamber. 
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those marvels vrere passing in- courtt 
and Priory, as already toU^ ! How much 
more could they have seen all the strug> 
gles of Woodreeve, for composure and re- 
signation, and, yet harder task ! his en- 
dfiavours to prepare and reconcile lii8(|rife 
to calmer sorrow. Of late, she had re- 
fused to allow^^t possible, that her husband 
could thus unjustly and ignoininiously 
perish in the cr.iise of 'humanity ; and slie 
would liave forced her way to the King's 
presence^ there to have jdeaded th'e truth, 
nothing doubting she could have cunvincod 
him of his mistake, had nut bars and bolts 
withheld her. For the argiinicnts of her 
husband.' on tliis subject, tliey weix* as 
nothing with her, in this state of despera- 
tion. And Uius {>assed the heavy liuurs of 
this night to those ]x>or suflerers, till the 
keej)er came to bid Woodreeve ‘pre])ai‘e ftir 
death, the guard lieing then in waiting to 
carry him away. Then, the poor prisoner 
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perceived, what until this moment, he had 
been unconscioys of, that hope, in spite of 
reasdh, had littered at his heart ; for, now 
only was it, that he felt the full pang of 
despair. 

And, when he heard the summons afer 
off, that deep and* dismal ^li, he stood 
trembling with horror, imccpiscious where 
he was — unconscious even that his wife 
lay senseless on his [Ullet ! Again it call- 
ed that hollow^ murmiuing death-sound ! 
He heatd not the footsteps ysceiiding the 
stair, nor the bars of his prison withdrawn ; 
that shuddering sound alone crept on his 
ear. 

He perceived, however,^ the keeper 
standing now not in the room, but near 
the door ; and he Ijcgnn to recover his re- 
collection. like one, who has been stunned 
by a blow f yet was there a gloomy and 
dreadfiil stillness at his heart*and over dl 
around him. He turned to his wife, and 
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leaded over her, vrithout :^hedding a tear, 
or uttering a groan. She was palKd, asti 
cUrpse; his own cheek was of the same 
hue ; yet he called not for help. 

The keeper advanced into the room; 
otilers, as if from respect for mifeiy, 
waited M'itlV^ut, at ♦the dopr. Perceiving 
the condition if the poor woman, he sent 
off some oUe for ;issistance ; and, taking 
Woodreevc by' the arm, he looked’ upon 
him, as if he wished, yet feared, to speak. 
But the prisoner saw not this; for, he 
raised not up his eyes. Then, the keepw 
shook him by the arm and sj>ofce ; but he 
heard not the words ; he only answered, 
thpt he, was ready ; and then, turning to 
give one long, last look to his poor wife, 
he found his eyes could not well distin- 
guish her. 

He groaned heavily, and was departing; 
but still the*keq)er told him, and, in a 



GASTON OB BI.ONDEY^X.E. 35 

voice less ru^;ed than usual said» “ 
this paper.” 

“ I cannot see the letters/’ answered the 
prisoner ; “ my sight is gone ; and it is also 
useless to read my ^eath-warrant.” 

"Con you endure to hear it read?” said 
the keeper. 

“Why not?” repU^ t^e merchant; 
“ What have I to fear, in tliis world ?” 

“ Have you nothing to hope ?” 

On this the prisoner lifted up his coun- 
tenancy ; his sight began to reAim, and 
he looked at the keeper; his soul was 
trembling in hb eyes. 

Then the keeper ventured to call out 
“ Res{Mt^ !”— and instantly the Vhole as- 
pect ofWoodreeve was lighted up, like one 
called back from death. 

But this spirit was short lived; ^in the 
next instant he called out, “ My wife ! my 
wife !” and bent over her itv an affony of 
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wofi, “Is no hdp -to be had?” cried he- 
“She is gone! your respite comes too 
late.” But, while he so spoke, one, ‘who 
had been sent for a ivstorative, returned, 
and, after long application, she revived. 

Then Woodreeve, when his first. Joy 
had subsid^^li^an, to* consider this was a 
respite, not a^'ele^sc,' and that liis suffer- 
ings, perhaps, were not ended, but post- 
poned. This respite, which now b^pin to 
be viewed by Iiim with doubt, had well nigh 
destroyed his wife with sudden jby ; to 
her mind it brought, not merely hope, but 
certainty of life for her husband. A con- 
vulsion follbwcd, and she was, tor a short 
time, in^a?s much danger as before. Hard- 
ly had she recovercfd from this, when an 
order came from the con.stable to give 
^Voocb'eeve his liberty and a chamber in 
the castle better suited for him. Assured 
of this, he drew his cloak over his eyes, 
and sU»od, fcr some time, weeping in si- 
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lence, save that his sobs were audits ; 
then be raised lys hands and eyes to Hea- 
ven, hnd bowed his head. His wife re- 
mained weeping on his garment, ^ he took 
her to his heart, ayd then they left that 
prisoivchamber, hand in hand together. 

When the King had beard cjf Jhe Prior’s 
death, he was struck ,wirt marvellous 
dread, and with conviction of his false- 
hood and of the merchant’s innocence. He 
bitterly repented of the favourable opinion 
he had SD long adhered to, regpecfing the 
Baron de Blondeville, and of the weak 
credulity, with which he had listened to 
the artlUr suggestions of that false Prior, 
ratlier than to tlie aiguments 'and to 
the strong conviction of the Archbishop of 
\’ork. But the former went with his 
passions, the latter against them ; and he 
iielped to dcceiVe himself. Yet, when he 
did find out his enor, he was warm and 
generous in counteratting it; and, now 
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thut he was assured how unjustly the 
poor merchant had been ^ade to 
he loaded him, with present kindnes#, and 
prepared to repay him hereafter by cer- 
t^ grants and . priyilcges, tlmt^^ made 
Woodreeve the most wealthy merchant 
of his guildi^ 

Nor did hif Highness forget tlie forlorn 
widow and children of the dece^ed knight, 
whom he fostered and nobly supported. 
The miniature of that knight and the gol- 
den chdin he had worn he retumH to his 
family; and the Jew, who had forswwn 
himself, at the instigation of the Baron, 
was punished with heavy fine and im- 
prisonm'bit, the fine being amongst the 
King’s gifts to Woodreeve. But, though 
his Highness foimd it now his chief de- 
light to do kindness to the merchant and 
to the family of his unfortunate kinsman, 
yet could *he not endure to behold him. 
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nEtthless the exjl^ations of most in the 
court. 

Ani now that the Prirti^’ was dead, 
many things came ont, concerning him, 
which had not been' suspected. He was 
of birth so low, that no one could learn 
whence he had sprung ;• but it appeared, 
that, not many years before. The had "been 
in arms, and in the class, of a follower of 
Sir Gaston de Blonderille, ode of the re- 
taiuei's, whom the latter was obliged to 
produce, on receiving his gilt spurs. 

He was conjectured to have come with 
him from Gascony ; for, he spoke that 
tonguh, and had all the .ciuft and soaring 
vanity of that people ; byt he was noVbon^ 
there ; he had no foreign sound in his dis- 
course. How he came by his wealth in 
those lawless times, and the use he made 
of it to procure him power, may be easily 
guessed. And it appeared this* was well 
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susi)ectcd by my Lord of York, who had 
never looked upon him with a favourable 
eye, and had constantly endeavoufed ^ 
counteract his i)emicious influence. 

When, hereafter, his messenger returned 
from Exeter, it apj)eared, that none in that 
neighbourhood had ^ver known the Prior 
of Saint Mai^'’s, .suen as he had described 
himself to be. Xhe arts too, practised by 
this Prior with certain of the brethren, 
who remembered the interment of Reginald 
de Folville-j-and with certain jH'ople of Ke- 
nilworth, who recollected his story, were 
now all exposed. Those, who, from edu- 
cation and station, might not ’have been 
.suspected 9f such baseness, were now 
brought to truth* and were fain to hide 
their heads for shame. The Prior’s me- 
mory was thus condemned to detestation. 
Be it remembered, he was no true son of 
the church. 



THE EIGIIJU'DAY. 



THE. EIGHTH DAY. 

Here was a clrawing, divided into two compart- 
meats. In one^ was presented an Archbii^op, 
kissing *ihe hand of a crowned King ; cin another, 
was the sole |>ortraiture of a Prince ; who, from his 
mantle, and the featliers embroidered on it> appeared 
to be a Prince of Wales. 



THE EIGHTH DAY. 


On this da}', the merchant and his wife 
departed from Kenilworth, where they had 
suffered such extremes of good and evil. 
They departed, carrying with, them joy 
and blessings. But it was not till they 
had gone a good distance through the 
forest, that they felt themselves fully at 
liberty. Then, as they looked back,..an(U 
saw afar off the gi^y towers of the castle, 
al)ove the tawny woods, nay, that very 
prison-turret, |)erched over all, which 
Woodreeve had never expected to leave, 
but for death, their hearts overflowed with 
thankftdness, and tears of joy fell fast. 
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Yet, turned they suddenH' from view of it, 
and then went forward; even faster than 
before. After leaving tliese woods of 
Ardenn, they journeyed homewards, in 
peace. 

And many othere departed from the 
King’s coKrt honveward, on this day ; es- 
pecially, my Loul Archliishop took solemn 
leave of his Highness, who gave him all 
due honoursj for his wise counsel, regret- 
ting also, that he had not sooner followed 
it. The Archhishoj), pleased with the re- 
lease of Wootlreeve and Avith the I)Ounties 
since liestowed upon him, boAved himself, 
with willing homage, to his lord the King, 
' and' bade .farcAA cll to the young Prince 
Edward, with affectionate resi>ect and 
with lofty hojAes of Avhat he might here- 
after prove liimself. 

And, this day, left Kenilworth, the un- 
happy lady. Baroness de Blondeville, con- 
veyed away by her noble parents to their 
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own castle, there to pass in quiet shade 
this season of a^Iiction. And those, who 
have mourned witli her in this c’hronicle 
of her sad story, may haply like to look 
into the glass of her futurity. There, may 
they see many dark • years of^gfief and 
sadness, passed witliin h*ei' father’s towers ; 
hut onward they will see the gleam of 
hojx' and joy striking* athwart her path, 
and further still, the calm .sunshine of 
haj>piness ’ settling on her home, Vhere 
she is married to a nobleman right worthy 
of her. And here we veil this inin’or of 
futurity, and come hack to the passing 
time. 

And, on this \ ery day,*the Iving his-sett, 
who now loathed Kenilworth, broke up 
the court, and departtHl in all state with 
the Queen, for his palace, at Woodstock. 
The eventful days and hours »Jf a very 
short ptu'iod had wroil^ht great change in 
the King’s mind, and in the views and 



4(5 


GASTON DE BLONDBVILLE. 


hopes of many in hisUrain. Some had 
profited in wisdom by what they had ex- 
perienced, or witnessed; others had suf- 
fered tinith to glide before their eyes, with-, 
out attention enough to derive one lesson 
from it) 

And now, the King and all his court 
passing away under the battlements of this 
stately castle, in the pomp and order, with 
which, eight days before, they had aj)- 
proaihed it, his trumjjets sounded their 
last to these towers, which echoed back 
the farewell ; and then they were left to, 
solitude and silence. This was the last 
gleani of courtly splendour, that lighted 
up the walls of Kenilworth, in this Ring’s 
reign. Anrf*now the fading woods strew- 
ed yellow leaves on the long cavalcade, 
that wound below, whispering a moral to 
departii^ greatness ; and jtheir high tops, 
rustling in the blast, seemed to sigh over 
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those, who were ^paving them for ever to 
tlieir ojvn quietneSs. 

The King’s banner still waved on the 
Kee{), till his Highness had reached the 
end of the furthest avenue, the last spot, 
from which he .could look back^ on the 
castle, standing, Avith all 4ts solid masses of 
tower and bastion, amidk the rich and 
varied hues of autumn. IVlule he gazed, 
a cloud overcast it, and then a gliding 
light sho^^■od c\ erj* battlement and turret, 
wall and bastion, window and loop dis- 
tinctly in succession, nay, the very grate 
and spikes of the port-cullis, hanging in 
the arch of the great portal, unden which 
his train Jliad passed. 

Just as his Highness turned into the 
close woods, his banner on the Keep bowed 
homage, and then was lowered to be no 
more raised till long in after years, when 
the King’s camp lay in Ardenn, and Prince 
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Edward planted the roy/il ensign over the 

sons of the rebel Montfort, and restored 

« 

Kenihvqrth to his sovereign lord an.d 
father. 

This vision of the living world, which 
had so suddenly appeared in these Wild so- 
litudes, which ha'vl, in so short period, car- 
ried the joy and mourning of human pas- 
sions, beneath ‘ the^e shades of Ardenn ; 
which had banqueted and striven, had 
hopet^and feared, had plotted a^d punish- 
ed, had frfetted and triumphed, hatl shown 
the extremes of jn’incely grandeur, and of 
domestic misery, of deep villany and ge- 
nerous humanity, of sujiernatural power 
'and mortah weakness, of human craft and 
of controlling, over-powering justice — this 
vision was now all vanished as in air, to 
be no more seen, or tracecj here, i^eacc and 
silence closing over the towers where it 
had been. 

The halls, where late the banquet re- 
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vefled, or the scentre of justice threaten- 
ed, now echoed only to the straying steps 
of ancient menials. In the courts so lately 
filled with princely pomp and tumult, 
where the hurrying foot passe^ incessantly 
to and fro ; where the many sounding 
hoof trami)lcd, an^i the hum of voices rose, 
all was now so still, that, when the soli- 
taiy sentinel ceased liis jneasured pace, 
you might hear only the shivering of the 
ivy, or the distant^ echo to the closing door 
of some deserted chamber, jnurmuring 
through empty galleries, which, of late, to 
have looked uj)on would have filled you 
with marvel of the high dames and gaudy 
gentils passing through them. I^jes^ 
courts now s^wke only ‘at certain hours, 
when the ^ atch-u owl went its round, or a 
single .trumpet of the gamson called to- 
gethj^ tin; few armed tenants, stationed 
at gate, or raiiii>art, and the guard was 
changed. 

VOL. III. D 
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Thus quickly passed away this courtly 
vision from these woods of Ardenn. And 
so from before every eye departs the vision 
of this life, whether it appear in lonesome 
foj’est, in busy city, in camp, or court, — 
where may be pressed within the compass 
of a few short day-?, tlie agitating })assions, 
with all their varying shades and combina- 
tions, the numerous events and wise expe- 
rience, that mUke up years of ordinary life 
and the seeming ages of a cloistered one ; 
for there, pde moment, lingering after mo- 
ment, like rain-drop following drop, keei)s 
melancholy chime with chants too for- 
mally repeated to. leave, except on very 
f«M',..die due, impression of their meaning, 
and with slow returning vigils. Yet even 
here life is still a fi-eeting vision ! As 
such it fades, whether in court or convent, 
nor leaves a gleam behind — save of the 
light of good works ! 

3ntf mUttl) Crtto Chromqur. 



CONCLUSION. 


WILI.OUGIITON, long before he had fi- 
nished Trew Chronique,” had* some 

doul)ts, as to its Origin. With the enthu- 
jiiiism of an anticjuary, he was willing to 
suppose it a n^al manuscript of the monks, 
in sj)ite of some contradictoiy cil'cum- 
stances. The illuminatiWis it exhibited, 
with the many abbreviations and quaint- 
nesses in the writing, only a few of which, 
however, he has }>reserved in this, his 
translation, and those few but here and 
there, where they seeiu%to have gained ad- 
mission, by their accordance with the mat 

D ^ 
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ter then in narration, these traits justifie’d. 
in some degree, his willing opinion. 

Perhaps, one better versed in antitpiitics 
would have found out, that several of the 
ceremonies of the court here exhibited, 
were more ccrtaiiily those of the fourth 
Edwai’d, tlian of tjie third Hi'iii'y, or the 
second Richard, and would have assigned 
the manuscript to a later period than that 
of the title, ‘or than that afterwards al- 
luded to in the l)ook, whether written by 
monk or layman. A»d though that same 
title said this chronicle was translated from 
the Norman tongue, by Grymbald, a monk 
of Saint Mary's Priory, it said nothing of 
its hc.ving iH'cn coipj>osi-d by one; and the 
manuscri])t itself seeiiied to bear evidence 
against such a suj)position, Ijy the way in 
which some of the reigning superstitions 
of Henry the Third’s tune and of the 
monastic life in general were sj)oken of. 

f 

He must have been a very bold nmn, at 
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that period, who had dared to utter even 
from* under a cowl, a doubt, concerning 
the practice of magic, or witclicraft. It 
is, liowever, to he acknowledged, that, on 
soine^ other points, hia notions were not 
unworthy of o' monk of the Ihirteenth 
century, that is, if h'e* really credited all 
the supposed incidents of the hall, and of 
several other parts 'of th^ castle. The 
way, in which he speaks of the melan- 
choly monotony and other privatiSns of a 
cloister, seem to come from heart-felt ex- 
perience ; yet, if it had been so, he might 
not have ventured thus to have expressed 
his feelings. 

But at whatsoever ‘period’ this “ Trew 
Chronique” had been w ritten, or by whom- 
soever, Willoughton was so willing to 
think he had met w'ith a sitecimen of elder 
times, that he refused to dw ell fin the evi- 
dence, '(t^hich w^ent against its stated tu’i- 
gin, or to doubt the old man’s story of the 
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way in which it had bee.i found ; and he 
was about to enter upon another of these 
marvellous histories, entitled “ A trew 
historic of two Mynstrells, that came by 
night to th^ commandary of Saint John 
Hospitaller, at Dalliy • sur les \l^(mldes. 
and what they theVc discdvered.” 

But, behold ! the beams of another day 
springing on the drrkness ! On drawing 
aside a window-curtain, he })erceived the 
dawn upon the horizon ; “and, w lio ever yet 
lieheld those first pure tints of light iiiKui 
the darkness, more touching, more elo- 
quent to the soul, than even the glorious 
sun-rise and turned abru])tly from them ? 
Tii'c 'low'ers *of AVarwick castle soon be- 
gan to show' themselves on the east, their 
mighty shadow's raised up against the in- 
creasing light in peace and stillness, d'he 
morning-star alone rode bright above them. 
trembling on the edge of a soft purple 
cloud, that streaked the dawn 
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The heart of'AVilloughton was deeply 
affecte/i by the almost holy serenity, the 
silent course of order and benevolence, 
that he witnessed in these first minutes of 
another day ; he looked up * to Heaven, 
and breatlied a [U'ayer of blissful gratitude 
and adoration ; a'hd tlu^n departed to his 
rest. 

To-morrow to fresh and j^astures new.’* 




NOTES. 




X O T E S. 


VoL. I. page Dl. Corn." Leland mcutions, from 
a IMaiiiiscTipt in tlit* Cottonian J^ibniry, descril)- 
in^ the entrance of Henry the Seventh into York, 
ddriiip^ %])ro<rress, tliat, “ in divers places •f the citie 
^vas han^in^ out of tapestry and other clothes, ajid 
making of j^alaries from on side of the strete over 
athwart to that other : some casting out of ohles 
and wafers, and some casting out of coinfetts in 
great qiiantitie, as it had been havlestoiR‘s. for joye 
and rej<>icing of the KingV^comvnjJ." 

When the same King visited Bristol, and \uis 
publiciy received there, the same account sav^. after 
the descri])tion of a very ample procession ; “ And 
then the King ])Vi>ceded tuwarde th’ Abbey of Seim 
Austeyns, and bt the way ther was ^a baker's \vitf 
cast oute of a wyndow ^ great qiiantitie (»f whete. 
crying, Welcome, and good luck !" 
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Ibid. Before the castle gates.” Of these gates^ 
or of the ntmparts, or of the D.oat, that once* sur- 
rounded them, there are now no trtices left. All 
that remains of Kenilworth, is already noticed in 
the introduction to the ^laniiscript. Such, at least, 
it appeared in the autumn of 1802, when the writer 
viewed it, with a mixture of admiration and dis- 
appointmcrt. 

Vol. I. page 140. ; Tliese *.vere in that great 

oriel.” The great ori J her^ mentionod, was proba- 
bly that made by order of Henry the Third, the ex- 
pense of which is recorded to have been six |>ounds 
sixteen shillings and fourponce. 

\ ol. j)age 140. "* Voide.” Tlie follojving cu- 
rious particulars relative to this distinguished part 
of ancient eiitertaiumeuts, are from the articles or- 
dained by King Henry the Seventh, for the regula- 
tion of his household ; “ Thirty first of Deceml>er, 
1494; prixtinl In- the Society of Antiquaries, from a 
coj]^^* the HanViau Library.” 

As FOR TJiL FYL:; Oj JUi: DAY WllLN A VtUUE 
SHALL BE HAD.” — “ In the cvcn of the day (4* es- 
tate, it is the usher's parte, and it please the King, 
to have a voide ; then the usher must \\ arne the 
servant of the s])icerie to make re^die for the sj)ice. 
plates for the King and the Bishoppe, , ami for the 
lordes and estates, after as they bee ; and after as 
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yee see necessarie ; and also to warne the King’s 
servers and esquire, which must wayte that 
tyme, |ind the server of the chamber, for the 
Sishopp’s spice-plate ; then yee must ^oe to the 
^rvant of the seller, and warne him to make 
readie the King’s cuppe and the Bishopp’s ; 
and as many festeres of wine as yee thiiike will 
serve the people. Also y^e must Tf‘cea\*e the pile 
of cu])pes, and brinj^, them, dpp, and sett the Bi- 
shupp^s covered cupp above tlieoi, if yee seem it be- 
fore/to doe. Alsoe, yee must warne an esquire for 
the bodie, to bring the hung’s cupp to the cup- 
board, and an esquire of the lunvsehould to bring 
the Cishoji^/s, if the usher will. Alsoe, ytu must 
warne the server to fetch the spice-iHates for the 
Kinge, and a server of the chamber for the Bi- 
shoppe, and bring it to the cup-board. Alsoe, vou 
must ajipointe for everie plate, an esquire (d the 
housholde to serve tlie estates and lordes® as yee 
thinke best. There what tinit^yee tldiike the Kmg 
is readie to take his v(»ide, then yee must assemhle 
them together, and bring them t(> the cup-board ; 
the usher goeinge before, making rjxime to the cup- 
board ; then the cftamberlaine goeing to the cup- 
board, taking with him three of the grea^^i^t estatt^s, 
delivering to the greatest t^je towell ; the second es- 
tate the spice-plates ; the third estate the cuppe ; 
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and when they come to the Kinge with it, the cham- 
berlaine taketh the covering*’ of the s])ice-plute8, 
giving assay to the heai'cr ; and when the Kyige and 
Bishopp have taken spice and wine, tlieii the lordes 
deliver it to the officers ngaine ; then tlie usher to 
ap}K>iiit es(]uires to serve the lordes and the ]>eople 
largely. And lett the Bishoppe's sj)ice-])lates l>oe 
served fofch amongst others, without it bee an Arch- 
bishoppe ; then this dVne, the tisher to call in cu])lW5 
againe, and sett thefn in order as tliey came ; and so 
bring them forth out of the cliamber, like as the> 
came ; and if it bee in the night tymo, that you 
must have light at the voide, bee right well advised 
how inttny lights you must have, and #bow many 
shall goe n ull the King's sj>ice-piates and cupp, 
when hee shall drinke ; itvxi vLR look theki; ui.e 
ODD IN NL MiJEK AT THi. voiDE.” — H(>yal Household 
Ordinances, j)age 113. 

^Ir. l^egge, in Ids Dissertation on the obsolete 
office of K>quire of ^t^ie King's Body,” says, “ A 
voide was a small cullectifm of s]>ices (a term at 
that time including all sorts of sweets of the confec- 
tionary kind) and rich wines frequently taken by 
the King and Queen after even-song, whicli on 
great festi¥a]« was attended with much st&te. I 
have no better guess at tlie meaning of the word, 
than that it is a transfer of tlie term from the uten- 
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sil to the ceremony, a voydcr being a kind <if tray 
Btill in use, under tliJlt denomination, for the pur- 
pose of jnoving glasses, &c. from one room to ano- 
ther. Time seems to have contracted the word a 
little, though its meaning has been enlarged so far 
as to iftiply the whole (;eremony. After which 
there was a voyde,* occurs freciuently in accounts 
of ancient high festivals. Bnt what most faVoiirs this 
derivation, is a passage in Sir%t}eorge Buck's ‘ Ac- 
count of the Conaiation of King •Richard the Third.' 
— ^ Lastly,’ says he, ‘ after dinner came the Lord 
Mayor of London and the Slierilfs w ith a voyder.' 
The Lord IVIayor of London is chief butler on a co- 
ronation, md serves tiie King witli a cup of wine, 
and this formerly might be a branch of*that othce.” 
— Curialia, pages lo, 1(>. 

Vol. I. page 141. “ Maister Henry.” Of this j)er- 
soiiage, there are several memorials in the records of 
the reign of Henry the Third and elsewhere. The 
treasurer and chamberlains this sovereign were 
commanded by writ to pay to Master Henry, tlw 
King’s })oet, a hundred shillings, due to him for ar- 
rears of his sti])eiid, and that without any delay, or 
dithculty, although *the Kxcheciuer should be then 
shut. At another time, By virtue of .a A\'rit of 
Allocate, directed to the Treasurer and Barons^ al- 
lowance M’us made to Peter Cluicepiu’k, keeper of 
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the wardrobe, of several payments by him made, to 
wit of xL to Master Henry the Poet, oPftix/. to 
Alexander, King of Scots, for his corrody*upon his 
coming toi the King of England’s court, aiid return- 
ing back again.” — See Madox^s History of the Ex- 
chequer, vol. p. 391 — v,ol. ii. p. 202. A corrody, 
it seems, was nearly synonymous with a pension, 
though it sometimes m^ant a* separate gift. War- 
ton, wlio notices soiyi^ of these delations to the 
poet, calls him Heifry of Avranches. 

Vol. I. ])age 142. The four Esquires of the 
Body.” This a/.tendaiice was due to the sovereign as 
a knight. Other knights had two ; a knight sovereign 
had four esquires. The Household B()()k\\)f Edward 
the h’ourth, before referred to, says, Esquiers 
for the body iiii, noble of conditions, whereof alwey 
ii attendaunt upon the Kings ])er.son, to array and 
unarray liym ; to watche day and nyght ,* to dresse 
hym in his clothes, and they be callers to the chaum- 
berlayn, if anything Jflk for his person or plesaunce ; 
theyre business is in many secrets, some sitting in 
the King’s chaumbre, some in the hall, with'persones 
of like service, which is called knyghte's service, 
taking every of theym for his lyverey at nyglit di’ 
a cliete loflSt?, one quart wyne, a gallon ale ; and for 
wynter lyvery, from A4 Ilallowe'ntyde tyll ICstyr 
one percher %vax, one candell wax, ii candells j)eris’, 
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one tallwood and di^’, and wages in the countyng 
house ; yf he be present in courtCj dayly vii d. ob’ 
and clotld^e with the houshold winter and somer, 
or xl. s. besides his other fee of jewel-house, or of 
the thesaurere of Englonde ; and besides his wach- 
yng, clothing of chaumbre of the King's warderobe- 
He hatlT abyding in this courte, but vii servauntes, 
lyverey sufficiaunt for his horsos in the countrey by 
the King’s herberger ; and if any^squie^ for the 
body be lette blode, or elles for watched, he shall 
have lyke lyverey with kny^htcs, litter and rushes 
all the yere of the sergeaunt usslier of the hall and 
cliairmbre^ oftyn tymes lliese stoiul in stede^of ker- 
vers and cupberers.” 

Of carvers a former section of the same book had 
spoken thus : — A kerver at the boarde, after the 
King is passed it, may chese for hymself one dyshe 
or two, that plentie is among. The King will 
assigne a dishc to spine lorde yr strauiigcr in chaum- 
bre or hall, elles the almoner woll see to straungers 
in suche rewardes, if it some livme worshipfull, 
elles all at the Kinge’s boarde goethe to ulmesse. 
In the Noble Edwarde’s dayes” (in iKtusehold books 
. tliis always means the days of Edward the Third) 
worshipfulles quires did this servyce ; but now 
thus for the more worthy. Theis kervers and 
cupberers pay for the carriages of their barneys 
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and other in courte. Them neodeih to he well spede 
in taking of degree in the schole of urhatn/fie/* 

But this office of esquire of the body has given 
occasion to a work, than which scarcely any is more 
copious of particulars, relative to the domestic habits 
of our ancient sovereigns. It need hardly be added, 
that tliis is the Dissertation of the late IVIr. Pegge. 
The following large. extntct will lie pardoned by those, 
who have the book, frfifl doubtless li^l receiv(‘d by 
those, who have it not. After inentioniiig the du- 
ties of this officer in the day time, the author says, 
Thus much for the office of Esquire of the Body 
daif ; but the principjd, most essential, and most 
honourable part of his duty, wixs at nigh^^; for when 
the King retired to l>ed, the esquire had the con- 
centrated power of the Gentlemen Gsher.w the f ice- 
Chamberlain^ and Lord Chamberlain, in liimself, 
having the absolute command of the liouse both 
above and below stairs. At this period (the reign of 
King Henry VHI.)a..d till the close of the last cen- 
tury, the royal a])artn.ents, from the bed-chamber to 
the guard-chamber inclusively, were occupied in the 
night by one 4#r more of tiie servants liclonging to 
each clnimber respectively. The principal officer, 
then Cialled*the Gentleman (now the L()Ki))of the 
bed-chamber, slept on a Jndlet-lied in the same nK>ni 
with the KiN(r ; and in the ante-roomy between the 
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privy^chamhcr and the hed-chamher (in the reign of 
King Charles II. at least) slept the Groom of the 
Bed^chaiftber, In the prittf-chambcr next adjoining 
slept TWO of the six Gentlemen <)(' the Piiivy- 
CHAMiiEH in waiting; and in the presence-chamber 
the Esquire of the Body, on a pallet- hed, upon the 
haut paSj •under the cfoth of estate, while one of the 
Pages of the Pres€ncc-cft(n7d)er slept in the same 
*r<join, witJiout Om verge of thft canopy, not far from 
the d(H»r. All these temporary beds were put up at 
night, and displaced in the naming, l)y the officers 
of a particular branch of the ^vardro^e, called the 
wardrobe of beds. Beyond all these in tin* puird- 
rown was tlie watch, consisting of a certain nuinl>er 
of the Yeooien of the Guard. After supper, previous 
JLo the King’s retiring to his bed-chamber, the proper 
[ilficers were to see all things furnished for the night, 
some iipc the King's bed-chamber, and others for the 
King’s cupboard, which was sometimes in the jirivy- 
cliainber, and sometimes in th^ presence-chamber, 
at the royal pleasure, and furnished with refections 
for the Kings refreshment, if called for. After 
this, the officers of the day retired, and committeti 
all to the charge of the Esquire of the Bonv. This 
iX/MESTic CEREMONY was called The CAtPER of 
All-Nigut ; the nature of ^'hich I sliall now give 
at large, from an account preserved in the Lord 
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Chamberlain’s Office. TKo writer, who was 
himself an Esquire of the Body to two successive 
Kings, goes circumstantially through the whole of 
the Esquires business of the Night ; from whence 
it will appear, that, even so lately as the middle of 
last century,* the office was ^ so confidential a na* 
ture, that no dispatch, letter, of xnessag^, could be 
communicated to tjie King in the Night, bvjt what 
was brought ^to the^fisQUiHB on Aty, and by him 
carried in propria persona to the King. 

The ORDER of ALL-XIGHT, 

As described by Ferdiiiando Marsham, 
Esquire of .the Body, 

To King Charles^!, and King Charles II. 

“ The ORDER of Ali^Xight for the Kino 
wViS antiently as followelh : — 

The Gentleman Usher, l'>ailif Waiter, having 
the charge of constant attendance iijHin his Mujersty 
until nine <j’clock at night, calletl to the Yeotnan 
Usher attending at*the guartUchumher door, for ten 
Yeomen to attend him to go for Ali.i-X^ight for 
the King. The Gentleman f 'sher went hare-hmxded, 
and the Yemnan ( Usher ) to the pantry for hread^^ 
to the buttery (i. e. butlery) for two flagons of beer 
— to \,he^ spiccry, for sugar, nutmegs, ^:c.r— to the 
fvine^ceUar, for two great fiagfins of wine, and 
drank the King’s health in l>oth cellars, causing 
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all to be uncovet^l* ^ing and back, having a 
Groom of the Chamber, carrying a lighted torch 
before the Gentleman Usher, until he returned into 
the prescnce-‘chami}er, and lay all the services upon 
the cupboard thfero ; and so delivers all to the 
Esquire of the Body, aiiA takes his*leave. The 
ESQUIRE then tak4l the inner keys and charge of 
All-Night, calls to the Veonton Usher ^ or Clerk 

* t 

of the Cheque, lir the roll of the rvatch, and the 
page of the presence, with a silver hastnt, with a 
wax morter, and sizes, attends the ksqi:ihk into 
the privy gallery. Then he (the esquire) takes 
the bqson, Ike. and cawies it to the King*^ bed- 
chamber, and stays until his Majesty g«»cs into his 
bed, and then goes himself to bed, under the state 
•in the presence-chamber, in a pallet bed, sent up 
from the frardrobe. At eight o’clock in the inorii- 
ing there was the Ksgi iiufs breakfast usually 
brought up to the waiter s ihambcrf where the 
Gentleman (slier attended with the quarterly 
waiter to relieve and discharge him, and to take 
care of tlie daily rraithig, and to see the presence 
and other rfumis iimde sweet and cle^n. The 
breakfast was a good piece (»f boiled beef. (*f huir- 
te€*n ]KmiuK weight, with bread, beer, and %vine ; 
and sometimes a iKiiled ca|Km, and a j)iece of veal 
or mutton. 
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There was a silk iraverft: hung up, and drawn 
by the Page {of the Presence,) and the chain turned, 
and the page lay oh a pallet-bed without the /ra- 
verife. 

** After the Esqitihb of the Body had carried 
the viortcr into the hed^chavUiier, and received the 
word of the King, with his /rc/;/eXtriple) key, which 
the Esquire in mihing always had, he locked the 
outward door, leading into the privy-kHlgittgs, and 
then went into the guard^chamher, and set the 
watch, and then returnM into the presenvc'chaviher, 
where he lodged undt'r the canopy. l>€‘iiig the chirp 

OFFICE OF THAT NIGHT. 

“ In all tlie time of my duty and servict* upon my 
Royal INI aster, his late Merest y of blessed memory, 
I, l>eing Esquirk of the Body, did always come into 
the King’s l)ed-chamber, without asking leave of 
any ; aifd I did every night, having my sword aiui 
cloak on, bring in Xhomoricr into his Majesty’s hed^ 
chamber, and stayed there as long as I pleased, which 
was commonly till his Mojexty went int(» lH*d ; and, 
having received the word from his Majesty, 1 set the 
guard, and rafter All-Night vtis served up, / had 
the sole an^ absolute comvmnd of the house, alntve 
and below stairs, as his ^Majesty did declare uj)on 
several occasions to be the riglit of my place. And 
in the time of war, u])ou/iIl occasions that required, 
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I went into the hcd-ckai^er, and awaked his Ma- 
jc9ty, and delivered all letters and messages to his 
Majestif, and many times> by his IVIajesty's com- 
mand, I returned answers to the letters, and deli- 
vered orders. And I rememl>er that, coming to the 
Kino’s bed-chamber doar, which was bolted on the 
Jnside, the* late EaH of Bristol, then being in 
waiting, and lying there, he unbolted the door upon 
my knocking, ancT asked me what news ? 1 told him 
I had a letter for the King ; the Earl then demand- 
ed the letter of me, which I tdld him I could deli- 
ver to none but the King himself; upon wliich the 
Kino said, ' The Esquifc is in (he right ; fa^ he 
ought not to deliver any letter or message tb any but 
myself; he being at this tune the Chief Officer of 
House ; and, if he had delivered the letter to 
any other, I should not have thought him Jit far his 
place,* 

** And, before this time, I never heard that any 
otFered to hinder the esquire from coming to the 
King, and I have frequently brought letters and 
messages to the bed side when the Duke of Rich- 
mond was in waiting. • By me, 

** FeRPINANIK> 

It may ho pardonable to dktend the encroach- 
ment upon this interesting part of Mr. Pegge's book, 
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SO far as to 6ay» that, fiom tliie^Notes annexed to it, 
Mr. Marsham appears to Have been a collateral 
ancestor of the earl of Romney, that met" are still 
the denomination of certain allowances of bread, beer, 
cheese, &c. in the University of Cambridge ; that 
a silk traverse** is a silk curtain ; that the earl of 
Bristol was of the name of Digl^, which family be- 
came extinct, as ear Is, in 1698, and that tb^ Duke 
of Richmond wa»(^oiric Stuart, which title ceas- 
ed in that family in 1672 ; and that Chaucer was 
probably an Esquire of the Body to Edward the 
Third. 

Vql. 1. page 14% Kr.ights of the houshold.*' 
The Household Book of Edward IV. says, ‘‘ Knights 
of houshold xii, bachelors sufficient, and most va- 
lient men of that ordre of every countrey, and more 
in number yf it please the King ; whereof iiii to be * 
continually abyding luid attending upjjon the Kings 
person in coarte, the kervers, as above sayd, 

for to serve the King of his bason, (»r su(^ other ser- 
vy’se, as they may do the King, in absence of the 
kervers, sitting in the King's chuumbre mid hall, 
with persones of lyke senTte, everyche ot them 
have ety^ in the Imll, and taking for his chuumbre 
at none and nyght, one lofis, tine quart wyne, one gal- 
lon ale, one perchor, one aindell wax, ii candelles 
peris’, one tall wood et dfin', for wynter lyvery, from 
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Allhalowentyde tyll ruahes and litter all the 

yere of the setgeaunt ueaher, and for keping of theyr 
stnif and chan^bre, and to purvey for theyr stuiTe ; 
also at theyre lyverey in the countrey^ amongea 
them all iiii yomen ; after tyme vii of these knyghta 
be departed from courts and the three yomen to ete 
dnyly in the hall wi|h the chamberlaynea^ tyU theyre 
sayd maiatyrs come agayne ; so J:hat the number of 

t 

knyght’s servants be not inereseB^when theyre mais- 
tyrs be present. Every knyght shall have resort- 
ing into this court iii persones wayters ; the reme-. 
nant of theyre servants to be at they re . lyverey in 
the ceuntrcv, within v» myles to the King, ^jy the 
herbergers sufficiently lodged ; and it miay be ii 
knyghts togeder ; also they pay in this courte for 
Ahe carriage of theyre own stuffe, and if a knyght 
take chmthing, it is by warrant made to the King’s 
warderober, and not of the thesaurer ofa hous- 
hold. Sometymes knyghts titl(e a fee.heer yerely 
of X marcs, and cloathing, but because ray cloth- 
inge is not according for the King’s knyghts, there- 
fore it was left.” 

This exactness, in •specifying the quantities and 
sorts of the ft>od and other matters, to be received 
by the knights of the household, could not be 
thought degrading to |heiTi. since it previiiled in the 
cases of their superiors ; the King and the royal 
VOL. in. E 
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iamily not excepted. JManycof our sovereigns, from 
Edward the Third, to William and JMary, had their 
own dieti” described, with nearly as much ])arti. 
cularity in their own household books. That, for Ed- 
ward the Fourth was, The Kyng for his breke- 
fust, two looves made into four maunchetts, and two 
payne demayne, one mcsse of kychyn gi^osse, dim 
gallon of ale. Item at none for his bourde sitting 
allone viii loves with the trenchers ; his servyce of 
kychyn cannot be expressed at certeyn, but the no- 
ble Edward the Thirfi in comune dayes feriall, be- 
ing no prees of lordes or straungcrs at his bourde, 
was , served with viii diverse dishes, and his lordes 
in hall aii\l chamber with v, ids other geutylmen 
in court with iii disshes, besides potage ; and 
groouies and others %vith ii disshes diverse* Ther 
the King's meate, two jncbers and dim w}'ne, ii 
gallonf ale. Item for his s(»uper by himself, viii 
hwes, with the treni^iers'^'in all the kychyn, after 

t '>* 

the day, or after tin* stuff that is had within forth, 
ii pycliers '^yae, ii gallons ale, besides the fruter 
and waferer. Item, 1ji‘*d and drinkinges for the 
Kings persiui, betwixt meelejs cannot be aseerteyn- 
ed but by rccorde of the usshcrs of the clrnmber. 
Item, nyghtly for the bed making, one pitcher half 
I gallon measure.” With the same accuracy otlier 
matters were distributed. (“ Item for the King 
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and his chamber alscf, when the day shortneyth, and 
no prees of grete strattngers, iii torches^ one toctays 
and iii pricketts for the table and cup-boafde, if it 
be not favSting day ; vi perchers, x caiidells wax, for 
the sizes of the chamber, ii mortars wax everj" 
nyght ; and at the festes, or camming of lordes or 
other strtftingers wor8hi]>full, it must be mere large 
by the dificression aad recordoof the usshers, by 
oversight of the chamberlayn and others. Item for 
his own person, one chymney brennyng day and 
night, xviii shides, iftii faggfitts for w^-nter season ; 
and if there be more nedeful chymneys to brenne 
for the Kigsy’s honor iif the grete chamber, then as 
the chamberlayn and ussher think reasonable ; and 
dayly all things to be recorded by the ussher into 
the couiityng-house. Item for the beddes and pay- 
ietts in the King’s chamber^ all litter and rushes of 
the serjenunt of the hall by ovyrsight, for all thinges 
that growith of the thesauifere of household liis 
(diarge, must be everseeii the expences thereof by 
the styward and countruller.” Among the curious 
circumstances of these extracts is Ihe orthography, 
the same word beings differently spelt even in the 
same line ; and this in a l)ook, which must have 
been frequently referred to by persons of rank, and 
doubtless had been seen by ttie King himself-->in 
fact, a state-record. 

E 2 
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Vol. I. page 178. The agyera' art. The narra- 
tives chiefly flctitious, but ])artly true, related by the 
savers, or Tale-tellers/' who frequented the banquet 
halls of old times, were often the subjects of poems 
sung by the minstrels. 

Vol. i. page 178. It was probably because the 
custom /df listening to these narrators came to us 
from France, that our ancestors denominated them 
by so literal a translation of their French title. In 
the extract, pubbshed by IVIr. Ellis, from H. de 
Brunn’s translation of* Wace’s^Brut, containing an 
account of Arthur's coronation, find 

‘‘ Disours enow t^ed fablss."* 

Ill the list of those, who a {forded entertainment 
at the feast, these disours are mentioned last, as 
are also their rewards from the ^ing. 

‘‘ Unto (Ihours^ that tolh^l them gesi«, 

Ha gave cloflhes 

Vol. I. Page 191 . “ Until the Wayte piped his se- 
cond watch in all the courts." A Wayte was an esta- 
blished officer in royal palaces, and prolmbly in other 
mansions. Ilis duties and privileges in the palaces 
of Edwa/ni the Fourth, are thus descrilied in the 
Household Book, which has been already referred t<». 

A Wayte, that nyghtly, from IMiqlud masse till 
^here Thursday, pipeth the watche within this 
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oourte fewer tyme^^ |nd in somer nyghtes three 
tymeB ; and he to make bon gayte and everey chain- 
bre door and oibce^ as well for fyre as for other pi- 
kers or perilles. He eateth in the hall with the 
minstrelles, and taketh liyverey at nyght dimid* 
payne^ dimid* gallon ale ; and for somer nyghtes two 
candelles peris*, dim* bdshell codes ; and fj»r wynter 
nyghtes halfe a lofe, dim* gallon ale, fower candeUes 
peris*, ?lim* bushell coles ; andjilayly, if he be pre- 
sent in the courte by the chakker rolle iiiiJ0, ob. or 
ill et. by the discression of the Steward and Thesaii- 
rer, and aftyr the cunnyng that he can, and good de- 
serving ; also cloathing with the houshold yomen or 
minstrelles, according to the wages that he taketh ; 
and if he be syke or lette bloode, he taketh ii loves, 
one messe of greate mete, one gallon ale ; also he 
parteth with the generall giftes of houshold, and hath 
his bedding carryed, and his groomes toged^r, by the 
countroller’s assignemeat. And undejr this yoman a 
groom wayte ; if he can exeftse the yoman in his 
absence, then he taketh clothing, mete, rewardes, 
and other thinges, like to the otjier groomes of hous- 
hold. Also this ygman wayteth at the making of 
Knyghtes of the IBathe, ivatcliing by nyght-tyige 
upon theym in the chappell ; wherefore, Tie hath of 
fee, all tlie w^atchinge — clofhinge that the Knyghtes 
should weare uppon.*' 
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Vol. II. page 41. A fjjecial Suttletie.” At 
banquet given upon great occassions, it was usual 
to have aeveral “ suttleties/* in every one of which 
was a representation, or mknickry, of some part of 
the even then celebrated. 

Vol. II. page (>4. “ Tlie whole court,'* For a court- 
festival i/i a later reign, and for the practical jokes, 
which were rewarded by general laughter, see the 
account in Leland’s Collectanea of tlie ban({uetings 
and other rejoicings, on tlie arrival in England of 
Catharine of Spain, ultimately the wife of Henry the 
Eighth. Then, Henry, his falter, had caused the 
walls of Westminster Hall, “ the which is of.ereat 
length, brea^lth, largeness and right craftye building, 
to be ricldy hanged with pleasant clotlies of arras, 
and in its upper part a royall and great eiqiboard, to. 
be made and erected, the which was in length all 
the brej^dth of the chaunccry, and in it were sett 
seven shelves of haiinshcs of a goodly height, fur- 
nished and hlled witn as goodly and rich treaj^ure of 
plate as could be scene, great part whereof was 

gould and aU the re|uanant of silver gilt When 

the King and the Queeiie had tyiken their noble seats 
^der their clothes of Estate iif the said hall, and 
every one of the nobles were ordered in their places 
convenient, then began, and entered the hdlowing 
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goodly €'ind pleasant which was convayed 

and shewed in proper and subtile pageants ; the first 
was a cflstle right cunningly devised, sett upon 
wheeles, and drawn into the said hall by fower great 
beasts, with chaines of gold. The two first beasts 
were lyons, one of them of gold and the other of 
silver : tha other two were, one of them an hart with 
gilt homes, and tlie fourth w&s an Elke. In each of 
these foure beasts were two ihon, one in the fore 
part, and anotlier in the hinder part, secretly hid 
and apparelled ; nothing of them was seen but their 
leggs, which were secretly hid and dfsguised Wter 
the proportion and kinde of those of the beasts that 
they were m. Thus tliis castle \vas by Jhese^foure 
beasts properly conveyed from the nether part of 
j:he hall to before the King and the Queene,^ho 
were in tlic upper part of the same hall. Tliere were 
within the same castle, disguised, viii goodly and 
fresh ladyes looking out of the windowesof the same, 
lu the foure corners of this casrte were iiij children, 
that is to say, in every square of the castell one, sett 
and appearing above the height of it. In every of 
these turretts was a, little childe apparelled like a 
maiden ; and all the four children sang most sweet- 
ly and hamioniously in all the cumniingof flie castle, 
the length of the hall, till it Vas brought before the 
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King’s majestic ; where when.it had been conveyed 
it was eett somewhat out of the way towards the one 
side of the hall. 

The second pageant a shippe> likewise sett 
uppon wheels, without any leaders in sight: tlie 
same was in right m)odly apparel, having her masts, 
toppes sayles, tackling, and all other apj>oTtyenances 
necessary unto a seemely vessell, as though it had 
been sayling in the rsea ; and so passt*d through the 
hall by the whole length, till they came before the 
King, somew hat besidt^s the said castle. The nias- 
terii»f the sHippe and their ^m])any, in the coun- 
teynances, speaches and depieanor, used and behav- 
ed tlJcmseJves after the manner and guyse of mari- 
ners, and there cast theire anchors somewhat besides 
the#aid castle. In this shippe there was a gcnnlly 
and a fayre ladye, in he^ a]>parell like unto the 
Princes of Spain. Out and from the said shippe 
descended by a ladder two w ell besceue and gtHKily 
persons calhiig theiKselvcs /loj/c and desire, passing 
tow'ards the rehearsed castle with their banners in 
manner and forme as ambassadors from the knights 
of the mount of love unto the ladies within the cas- 
tle, making great instance in the beltalfe of the said 
kttights,*for the intent to attjune the favour of the 
said ladyes present ; miking their means an in treaties 
os woers and breakers of the matters of love between 
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the' knights And the ladyes. The said ladyes gave 
their hnall -unswere of utterly refuse and know- 
ledge of any such company^ or that they were ever 
minded to the accomplislnnent of any such request ; 
and plainely denyed their purpose and desire. The 
two said Ambassadors therewith taking great dis- 
pleasure/ shewed the said ladyes^ that tht knights 
would for this unkind refhsaU make battayle and 
assault, and so and in such wiki to them and their 
castle, that itsliould be grievous to abide their power- 
and malice. 

Incontinent cailc in the third pageant, in like- 
iiess*of a |rreat hill, or hiountain, in the whiij)i were 
inclosed viii goodly knights with tllfeir banners 
spredd and displayed, naming themselves the Knights 
of the INIount of Love, and passed through the said 
hall towards the King’s grace, and there tooke theire 
staundiiig uppon the other side of the shipjX;. Tlien 
these two Ambassadors depjyrted to their masters, 
the knights, who were within the mount, and shew- 
ed tlie disdaine and refusall, wdth the whole circum- 
stance of the same. The knights, not being there- 
with content, with much malice and courageous 
niindo, issued from the said mount withjheir ban- 
ners displaycHl, and hastily spedd them to the re- 
hearsed castle which they rorthwith assaulted, soe 
and in such wise, that the l|^yes yealding themselves 
B 5 
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descended from the castle, and< submitted themselves 
to the power, grace, and will of these noble knights/' 
Tliis affair ended, as might be expected in a dance, 
during which, the three pageants, the castle, the 
shippe, and t;lie mountain, removed and depart«»d. 
In the same wise tibe #aid disguisers, as well the 
knights ffo the ladyes, after certaine leasiir^^ of their 
solace and disport, f.voyded and evanished out of 
light and presence/* 

• Then, occur two bass dances, which a]>pei\r to 

have been minuets — one'between Prince Artli -ir and 

« 

the lady Cecill, the other between the Princess Ca- 
tharinc^ and one of her Spanish ladies, yi Spanish 
dresses. 

In the third and last ])lace, the Duke of Yorke, 
having with him the Ladye Margaret his sister in 
his hand, came down and daunced twe* bass daun- 
ces. Afterwards he perceiving liiinself to be accom- 
bred with lii» clotliesf sodainly cast off bis gown, 
and daunced in bis jackett with the said ladye 
Margarett in so goodly ami pleasant a inaner, that 
it >vas to the King and Queent* great and singular 
pleasure. Then they departed ‘iigaine, the duke to 
the King^nd the ladye to the Queene. This dis- 
guising * roy all thus ended, the voydee began to 
enter in the manor of a Iranketl, exceeding the price 
of any other used in great season. Before the 
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voidee, came in five ^score couple, Earles, Barons, 
and Knights, over and besides Squi^, having col- 
lers and chains of gould, every each of them 
throughout, bearing the one of them a spice-plate, 
the other a cuppe, beside yeomen of the guard that 
followed them with potts of wme to hll the cuppes. 
The spioe-plates were furnished in the mo§t goodly 
manner w’ith spices, after €he manner of a voidee ; 
and the cuppes were repleni hed with wine, and 
universally throughout the said hall distributed. 
The number of the said ‘•pice-plates and cuppes 
were gOodly and marveylons, and yet Ihe more to Ijc 
woinjred, for that the clipboard was nothing touched, 
but stood coinpleat, garnished and filled^ seemingly 
not one diminished.” 

Vol. II. page (13- “ Arabian jongleur.” The Ara- 
bian jongleurs wcirc said to practise a kind of natu- 
ral magic, and by some means of chemistrj^to raise 
up false appearances. 

Vol. II. page 83. His Higltness himself had once 
proof.” iNlattliew Paris records this strange charge 
made by Henry the Third, in full council, against 
Hubert de Burgh, lys justiciary, Earl of Kent, that 
Hubert bad taken by stealth, from tlie royal trea- 
sury, a stone of the highest value, whic^ had the 
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effect of rendering him (Henrj) invincible in battle^ 
and had traitiemusly sent it to Leoline, King of 
Wale8> his enemy. 

Vol. H. Page 100. Silver warriors.” Statues 
holding torches were usual in palaces on the Conti- 
nent. Cellini^ the celebrated Italian artist of tlie six- 
teenth century, tells us, in his Life, of twelve silver 
statues, several feet high,' which he wrought for Fran- 
cis the First, for the purpose of holding lights round 
his table, at grand entertainments. Such images 
represented various characters, sometimes satyrs, 
sometimes watriors, and sometimes fools, or court 
jesters. 

Vol.'ll, p^e 104. As he had sitten, at Winches- 
ter.” This was in the year 1249 ; and in the hall of 
the royal palace, when he commanded, with such im- 
petuosity, that the doors should be shut, for the pur- 
pose of ^detaining the accomplices of robbers, who 
refused to point them out, and when he loudly ex- 
pressed his indignatTin against the whole neigh- 
bourhood, as abettors of them. 

Vol. II. page 105. The Lord of Warwick.” 
John de Placitis, or de Pleisetj who received the 
title from Henry the Third, as the husband of 
Margery, lister and sole heiiess of a former Earl. 
Vol. II. page 109. '‘^Cedars." Many noble ce- 
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dara are now growing in the grounds of Warwick 
Castle^ whose silvered branches show beautifully 
among die dark flakes of their foliage ; but we 
must not venture to «fieacy> that any of these ever 
^aded John de Placitis. 

Vol. II. page 110. Maria, the French Poetess.*' 
Mr. Wanton, in noticing Hawes's Temple of Glasse, 
(first printed by Wynkiit de Worde, in IdpO,) 
which he considers as a ‘^‘fopy of the House of 
Fame of Chaucer,” says, In the mean time, there 
is reason to believe, that ^Chaucer himself copikl 
these imageries from the Romance of^uigemar, 
one of the Metrical ,Tales, or Lais of Bretagne, 
translated from the Armorican ori^nal, jnto l^rench, 
by Marie, a French poetess, about the thirteenth 
century.” 

Of this lady and of her works we have a better 
record in the ample and curious Dis8ertati<yi on her 
life and writings, written by the AbW de la Riie, 
and translated by F. Douce, « Esquire. From this 
it appears, that she was probably bom in Britany. 

The Duke of that province was the Earl of Rich- 
mond in England: msuiy of his subjects were in pos- 


session of knight-fees in tliat honour ; and Mary 
might have belonged to one of these famifies.* She 
was, besides, extremely well versed in the literature 
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(»f this province; and we shall have occasion to 
remark, that she borrowed much from the works of 
the writers of that countrv% in the composition of 
her oym/' 

Notwithstanding her foreign origin, the 8ubje<^ 
of the greater part of Mary s poems were chosen 
by her from the Romances of Chivalry /'nomongst 
the “the Old Welsh* and Annoric Britons,'' — 
a selection, the polic" of which is obvious, since it 
appears that she was patronized by Henry the 
Third and his court. S(>me <»f th^se stories she had 
leanied only iVom having heard them recited. 

Plusiers eii ai cii conitT 

Nas voil laisscr Tie iiuMfer.” 

Her lays,’’ says the Dissertation, “ were e.\- 
tremely well received by the people. Denis Pyra- 
mus, an^Anglo-Norman poet, and the contemporarv 
of Mary, informs u.s, that they were heard with 
pleasure in all the ctLstles of the Eiiglish Barons, 
but that they were particularly relished by the wo- 
men of her time. He even praises tliem himself.” 

* Vol. II. page 131. “ Robin Hood.” Although lial- 
lacLs upon the subject of this person are said by Dr. 
Percjrto liave been popular in the reign of Edward 
the Third, such were kn^wn before that arra. One, 
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whfch he considers ^ of much earlier date/’ is in 
print ; and it appear^, that there a Robinhood 
in the reign of Richard the j^irst. 

Vol. II. page J37* Robert of Gloucester.’* A 
monk of the Abbey there, in the time of Henry the 
Third and Edward the First. 


KNO OF TI/F ^'0'^K^ 




ST. ALBAN’S ABBEY 


POETICAL ROMANCE. 




ST. ALBAX’S ABBKY. 


Spirit of ancient days! who o’er theses oils, 
Un?ieeii and silent, hoid'st thy solemn state. 

Thy presence known where the gloom detest ?ails, 
And by th’ unearthly thoughts that on thee* wait 
/Descend, and touch my heart with thine own tire, 
And nerve my trembling fancy to aspire 
To the dread scenes that thou hast witnessed here ! 
Teach me, in language simple and severe. 

(Such best may harmonize witli ruder times) 

With place and circumstance of awful crinu‘s. 

To paint th’ awakening vision thou liast s])rea(l 
Before mine eyes— tale of the mighty de ad ! 

And let not modern polish throw tin* light 
Of living ray within thy vaults of uight, 
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But give thy elder words, whose sober glow, 

Like to th* illumined gloom of thine own aisles, 
Touclung the mind with more than liglit may show. 
Wakes highest rapture while it darkly smiles. 
Presumptuous wish ! Ah ! not t6 me are given 
Those antieats keys, that ope the Poet's heaven. 
Golden, and rustless ! Not to mb arb gi'^en ! 

But, if not mine the prize, not mine the crime 
Lightly to scorn tho.n, nor the simple chime, 
though tuneless oft, when to the scene more true 

t 

Tharilit?r^«*;^ verse, bright W7th Castaliau dew. 

Like Grecian goddess, placed in Saxon choir, 

Is ^ the fiilse union of the cadenced rhime 
And measured sweetness of the temjwred lyre 
With subjects darkened by the shroud of Time. 

As Gothic saint sleeping in Grecian fane 
Is ancient story, shrined in jwlished strain ; 

Truth views’ th' in^o^igruous scene with stern fare- 
well. 

And startled Fancy weeps and breaks her spell. 
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Know ye that jmle and ancient choir, 

Whose Nonnan tower lifis it’s pinnaclc-W’L^i're 
Wher^ the long Abbey extends 
And battled roof o’er roof ascends ; 

C’ornered with buttresses, shapely and small , 
'That sheltered the Saint in cjmopied stall ; 
And, liglitoned with hanging turrets fair. 

That so ])roudly their dental coronals wear. 
They blend with a holy, a warlike air ; 

While they guard the Martyr’s tomb beneath. 
And patient warriors, laid in death ? 

II. 

Know ye that transept’s far-stretched line. 
Where stately turrets, more ^^ende^ly fine, 
Each with a battlement round it’s brow. 

Win the uplifted eye behmA 
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How lovely peers the soft blAe sky 
Through their small double arch on bigli ! 
Deepening the darkness of it's shade, 

And seeming holier j)eace to spread.'’ 

More grandly those turrets^ mossed and hoar, 
Upon tire crimson evening soar. 

Yet lovelier far tht-ir forms appear 
When tliev lift theirHieads in the moonlight air 
softening beams of languid white 
Tip their'sfifidowy crowns tvith light. 

But most holy their look, when a fleecy cloud 
O'er thcnnhrows it‘.s trembling shroud, 

Then palely thinly dies away. 

And leaves tliem to the full bright ray. 

Thus Sorrow fleets from Besignation's smile : 
The virtue lives— the suffering die^ the wliile. 

III. 

And, as these ni o< ml ight- towers we trace, 

A living look, a .saintly trrace 

Beams o’er them, when we seefti to hear 

Thctfiiwinight-hyinn breathe .soft and clear, 

As from this choir of cpd it rose. 

Each hallowed thought they seem to Own, 
Expre.ssed by music's heavenly tone ; 
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And ])utient, nndtpale and 
As if resign’d to wait Time’s will. 

Such choral swell and dying close 
Stole oil the Abbot's hour of rest, 

Like solemn air from spirit blest. 

And shajiiMl his vision of repose. 

The ])ious instinct of his soul. 

Not ewii slumber might contr^>l : 

Snon as he caught the distant lay, 

His gathering tliouglits half woke to p*-* 
('elestial smile came o'^r his brow, 
Though sealed in sleep the lid below ; 
And, when in silence died the strain. 
The lingering prayer 
His li})s forbear, 

And deep his slumbers fall again. 

i\ , 

Bold is this Ab])eyV front, und plain ; 
The walls no shrined .saint sustain, 

Xor tower, nor airy pinnet crown ; 

But bnuidly sweeps the Norman arch 
Where once in brightened sle^dow shone 
Xing Otfa, on his pilgrim-march 
And proudly points the mouldered stone 
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Of the high-vauked porch beneath. 

Where Norman beauty hangs a wreath 
Of simple elegance and grace ; 

Where slender columns guard the space 
On every side, in clustered row. 

The triple arch through areh disclose, 

And lightly- o’er the vaulting throw^ 

The thwart-rib aiu^ the fretted rose. 

Btjside this porch, on either hand, 

Gianf bnttesses darkly stand, 

And still their silent vanguj^rd hold 
For l/leedijjg Knights, laid here of old ; 

And*^ Mercian Otfa and his Queen 
The portal’s guard and grace are seen. 

This western front shows various style. 

i 

Less ancient than the central pile. 

No furrou's Aeep upp'n its brow 

The frown of seven stem centuries show : 

Vet tlie sad grandeumf the whole 
Gives it such a Io(»k of soul,^ 

Tliat, when upon it’s silent v'alls 
The silvered grey of m<Hnilight falls, 

r 

The busts of OiTa and his Qumi are at the springs of 
the arch of the great porch. ' 
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And die fixed ima^e d%ii appears. 

It seems some shade of parted years 
Left watching o’er tlie mouldering dead, 

Who here for jiiuus Henry hied. 

And here, beneath the wide-stretched ground 
Of nave^ of choir, of dbipels round, 

For ever — ever, rest the hea3. 

V. 

Now know ye this pale and ancient Choir, 

Where the massy tower lifts a slender sidre 
Hero forty abbots have ruled jind one, 

Twenty with pall and mitre on. 

And liowed them to the Ihipe alone. 

Their Imiidred monks, in black arrayed, 

The Beiiedictim* rules olxjyed ; 

O’er distant lands they held their sway ; 
Freei^from Feter's-pence were*the\ ; 

gift of palle from Pope they claimed. 

And (’ardiual-Abbots wefe they named ; 

And even old Canlerl^ury’s lord 
Was long refusi*d the premier Iwirird ; 

For this was the first British-iVlartyr’s bier. 

And the Pope said “ Hi,;^?jfriest sliall Iiave no peei 
Now know ye JSt. Alban’s b(»nes rest here. 

VOL. 111. 


1 
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VI. rt 

Kings and heroes here w6re guests 
In stately halls, at solemn feasts. 

But now, nor dais, nor halls remain ; 

Nor fretted window's gorf^us pane 

Twilight illuminated throws 

Where once the high-served banquet rose. 

VII. 

N<i fragment of a ri>of remains 
To echo Iwck their wassiiil strains ; 

But the long aisles, whose holy gloom 
Still mourns and vt'ils the martyr's tomb. 
The broad grt*y tower, the turrets wide. 
Scattered o’er t<iw(*r and transe]it, guide 
Th^ distal t traveller to their throne. 
Where tin \ hiirh-seati d A^'atel^ alone, 

And seem, witli sad, to tell. 

That they of all their Alibev s |>ower 
Remain to ]>oiut. where hero(*s fell, 

And monarch met his evil hour. 

And guileless, meek, and j)‘ous, l>owed 
To doubtful right's victorious crowil. 
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Now, if this cloister, fallen and gone, 

Ye fain would view, as once it shone, 

Pace ye, with reverend step, I pray, 

The grass-grown and forgotten way, 

Wliile niurmurs low the fitful wind, 

Winning to peace the meeken’d mind ; 

And Evening, in her soleniji stole. 

With stillness (»’er those woods afar, 

Leads in blue shade her brightening st;**-. 

As spreads the slow,ghMmt from the pole, 

And these old towers their watch more awjul keep, 
(Where once the (hirfew spoke with solemn rule) 
And the faint hills and all the valley sleep 
In niistv grey beneath the “ dewy cool.” 

Yet, if a ^\’orldly heart ye wear. 

These visioiied-^hades forbear—forbeur ! 

To tbee no dini-seen halls may gleam. 

For thee no hallowed tapers beam 
On the pale visage through the gUnjin 
Heading in prayer by shrine, or tomb. 

Turn thou thy wearied step a\m\ ; 

Go thou where dance and song are gay, 
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'Or where the suu is flaming liigh, 

And leave these scenes to Evening's sigh. 

IX. 

But ye, with measured step and sloWj 
Whose smile is shaded soft with woe ; 

And ye, who holy joy can kioov. 

The glow heyoiul till other glow. — 

Ye, whose high s]»irit dares to dwell 
Beyond the reach of earlhl\ ‘'])ell,. 

And tread upon the dizzy vto’ge 
Of, unknown w<irlds ; or downward urge 
Througli age> dim. vour sti'adfast sight. 
And trace their shapes of vhade\^e(i light, 
() eonu* with meek submitted thouglit.'^ 
With lifted eye. by Hapture taiiglit. 

Ami o'er \onr bi'.id tlie gloom shall ri'^e 
Of monkisli el]amT)ers, .still and wide. 

As <mce they st<Kid ; and to your e\es 
Cironp after group shall slowly glide. 

And liere again their duties *j)Iy, 

AsTiiev were woift, long agi‘s bv. 

Tlie twilight brcKKls not vet so deej). 

But we may trace where now thev sh*ep 
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Beneath the vsullen turfi ahK»f, 

And where each solemn chamhcr’s roof 
Drew it’s strong vaulting o’er their frames, 
But urged on human praise no claims. 

Nor always bore their living names. 

X. 

On yonder brow, that fronts the West, 
Where glimmering beams in stijlness rest, 
Once rose the Abb<»t*s Hall of Bight, 

That wont to vir^v Ver’s stream below 
And shallow valley ^vest^vard go 

To farthest hills, tliat owned his might 
And from those farthest hills were seen, 
'through oaken boughs of stretching green. 
The fretted window of that hall, 

Tlie pinnaeh*, that crowned it’s wall. 

And seemed to watch it’s ]>ortal*^rev. 

With crimson light tinged hy the setting ray 

Thus rose the A Itbot’s, vaulted Hall, 

Where lie, in virtue <»f the ]>all<|^ 

Spoke doom to all his vassal throng ; 

For life and death were on his tongue, 
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And scarce less ready to fulfiil 
His worldly, than his better will. 

Were peasant, vavasour, and knight. 

From London 8 wall to Beech wood’s lieiglit- 
His weiglity robe of velvet fold 
Was 'bivtidered round, and elaspetl ^vith gold. 
A Prior helped his oflice t<i sustain, 

A hundred monks did dignify his reign. 

Pale were they and clovsely shorn, 

Heedless they were of human scorn 
And arts that u ait on human pride 
In patience each with other vied. 

*Mong such had IMatthew Paris stotni. 

Pious, learned, \\iso and good, 

Though shrouded in a bigot’s IuhhI. 

xir. 

Here, where tlie dee^ier shadows fall. 

Once echoed (»’er the paved hall 
The weary step and staff of him, 

Who, at this lonely hour and dim. 

The l?4St chiD hour of eventides 
Had heard from yonder bl(»ak hill side. 
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Where once stood Roimui Verulam, 

Paint o*er the wintry waters come 
The bell of Compline, chiming slow 
From forth this Abbey's unseen tower. 
And spied, amid the shades below. 

The hea^'th-blaze in the stranger’s bower ; 
For here the Pilgrim’s Lodg'e arose. 

Whose porch and hall and parlour warm 
And well-closed chambers of repose 
Received him from the rushing storm. 

XIII. 

And, when he reached the cheering blaze 
How sweet to think upon those ways, 

•As the shrill wind and sleety rain 
Against the casements strove in vain. 

But crowding thoughts .s(hui chased repose. 
Anjl nigh to sacred rapture ro5^', 

As now he knew himself so near 
The object of his hmg career. 

And, safely ])laced, \yhere all luound 
Was ancient, con.secrated ground ; 

The precinct sought o'er sea and shore, — 
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The grave of liiin, wliose sufferings o*er 
Had now their glorious triumph found ! 

XIV. 

There the Scriptorium sjiread it's gloom, 
To dead and living, like tme torn!) ; 

The living there like dead might sliow, 

So mutely sat they, ranged in row ; 

Scarce seen to move, from hour Ui hour, 
Copying the written ftdio rare. 

Or tracing Itird, or curiouN dower, 

Round hlesMd IMary in lier bower. 

In splendid gold and colours fair, 

On missal leaf, uitli painful care. 

Or portraiture of Dom^r g<MKl. 

That, closely ke])t and seldom viewed. 

Still fresl) and ghirious slunild be 
For cent ury' folio wii^ century. 

XV. 

Others there were, who v<»]nmes Ixuind 
In silk, or velvet, ’hroideri<l round 
And ’bossed with gohl and gems of ])rice, 
Enclasped with emerald ]»alm-leaf tlirice. 
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Oil the high window near would shine. 
Transparent, the inenSorial line 
Of him. who once had wrought below, 

With patient hand and earnest brow ; 

Him, wliose small pencil thus enshrined 
In booh of Golden Record true, 

The imai!e and the nolde mind. 

And tlianks t<» benefactor duf. 

Tliere sliadrnv^ed Kings and Abbots pass, 

In cr«)wned pomp, or sweejiing palie, 

Like spectres o’er some wizard’s glass. 

T[iere. as tlie lifted pages fall, 

They rise to vieu’ and disa]>pear, 

As year steals silent after year. 

Till came tlii* l)lank leaf, turned o’er all ! 
Kveu o’er liim, while here he wrought 
(')ii the dull page the living thought. 

Ill after-time were here iin]»rt%sed 
Tho.si' wondrous characters combined, 

That stamp U|>oii the ])aper vest 
At once, the image of the mind. 

The second Ahhey this in all the land. 

That stretched to learning ])reserving hand. 


I' 5 
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XVI. 

Here cloister- walks, in spacious square. 
Showed sacred story, painted fair. 

And portraiture of famous men. 

Who seemed to live and speak again. 

In golden maxims from the walls. 

Nobly these cloisters ri nged along 
By chapels, chambers, courts and halls, 
Dividing from the cowled tlirong. 

As with a dim and pilliu ed aisle, 

TJie Royal lodging’s stately pile. 

There the Queens jiarhiur. and her bower, 
Hung o’er the sunny southern glade ; 

And here the ])laee of monarch-power 

Gleamed tlirough the Abbey’s farther shade. 
The foliaged arch, the well-carved door 
Of chamber, l;ung fiviip vault to floor 
With storied scene, or cloth of gold. 

Or ’broidered velvet’s purjile fold. 

Rose beauteous to the taste of yore. 

And slender shafts, ent\vined with flowers, 
Lifted their high o'er-arching bowers, 

Traced forth with mimic' skill bu true. 

Kings .seemed their Windsor’s groves to view. 



THE ABBEY. 


107 


XVII. 

Tho high-carved chimney’s canopy 
Spread broad o'er half a blazing tree, 

With pinnacle and mitre wrought 
And shielded arms of Mercia’s court, 

Three royal crowns ; and blazonry' 

Of many an abbot lyiiig^near 
In choir, or cbiister, on hi^kb#er. 

High in tlie midst a marble ^orm 
Stood in it’s tabernacle sj^ade, 

Pale as tbe gleam of April storm ; 

(Vt was the jiassing imnik afraid ; 

So sternly watched the downca.«it eye ! 

Yet hardly iniglit sucli monk know why. 

On the bnny a kingly crown it wore. 

In it’s hand a i\K‘rciun sceptre bore ; 

'Twas Otfa stood there on his fretted throne. 
Whom these lioly walls for tllldr founder own, 
Who ( liarlemagne for f(*e and friend had known. 
And in that chand>er, not in vain, 

With mullioiis light and roial pane. 

Rose th’ t‘riel wimlow’s triple arch. 

That pictured forth the soK^nn march 
Of Olfa, with hhs pilgrim train. 
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XVIll. 

Within these walls there was one scene, 
Where vrorldly matters were discussed ; 

It was the Prior’s cloister-green ; 

There ruled he, by the Abbot's trust. 

For not amid the noise of men, 

Disturbed by their familiay ken, 

Dwelt the Lord Abbot ; his recess 
M’as little easy of access ; 

No ; by the southern tnunsept rose 

(The shelves with store of learning fraught 
His Lodge and Cloister of repose. 

His Iwwer, where all apart he sought. 

From convent-state and homage free. 

Leisure and learned dignity. 

XIX. 

Lost now that Study’s farther sh^dc. 

9 

Whose peace no stray step miglit invade. 

Nor any sound (»f breathing life, 

Save when the Choir, in faint, sweet strife 

Of voice and citole offering 

Praise, such as Angel-bands might sing. 
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In lessening chorus, on their way. 

Ascending to Eternal Day, 

Were heard with joyful murmuring, 

Tlicir pure, harmonious strains t(» bring. 

It’s deep, perspective shade is gone. 

That led, where the rich oriel shone. 

Where g(Tldeu ghsim the stained glass shed* 

O’er the lone Ahhot’s bendechhrad. 

As, sitting in his ebon chair,- 
Lulled by sweet liannonies :^far, 
lie imised on death and life t<» come, 

The dawn of peace beyond the tomb, • 

Or called back \ear.«. that o'er his head h*Td rolled, 
And knew himself for one, whose tale is told ! 
So still his form, so fixed his hsik, 

*As dwelt hi.s pale eye.s o’er his hoi»k. 

So true, so clearly might you trace 
The lines of thought upon hisYace, 
lie stvnual s<ime shade, that loves to dwell 
Where Ialg0i*s mortal suhstanee fell — 

To linger iiftSe 1 iving seene, 

Where erst it's cares, it's joys had been ; 

The while eacli shuddering •sigh of air, 

'riiat breathed upon the ivy near, 
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Passed o'er the ^'*isiDn's patient head. 

Like whisper of the spirit fled. 

XX. 

Far distant rose those walls upon the light, 

The stately walls, with ta|K*8try richly dight, 

Of th* Abbot’s Banquet-hiUl, where, as oji throne, 
He sat at the high dais,* like prince, alone. 

Save when a R<»yal gifest caine here, 

Or Papal Legate claimed a chair. 

Here marble platforms,* flight o’er flight, 

Slow rising through the long-lined view, 
Showed tables, sj)read at ditferent height. 

Where each for different rank he knew. 

And, with pleased glance, ad<iwn the li.dl. 

Saw Bishops in their far-Miught palle, 

The Abbey’s ne^le Seneacdial, 

Baron.- and Earls, iiugold array. 

And warrior Knights, in barneys grev- 
Theri‘ was tlie Prior’s delegated sway. 

The grave Arclideacon sat below, 

And th' hundred 3I»nks, in row .and row ; 

Not robed in dismal sable thev 
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Upon a high and festal^day^ 

But all in copea most costly and moat gay. 
Thcre^ too, the Abl^ey-Marahal shone, 

And there, beside the Ablxit’s throne. 
Chaplain of Honour from the Pope, alone. 

XXI. 

Thus the L<»r(l-Abbot, were he proud. 

Might muse u{K>n the chequered crowd ; 

Nor always did hi^ mind disdmii 
The worldly honours, though %o vain. 

His Ixiard with massive jdate was laid, 

And rjtre inventions it (bsplayed ; 

Each sewer-iuonk his homage paid 
With bended knee and bowed head, 

And Latin verse, half sung, half said 
(in every j)latf(>rin, as he r(»«e 
Through the l(»ng hall to it's high close, 
W'here frankincense from golden nrns 
In light urcalh nuind the Abbot burns. 

The chaunted Latin grace was sung 
With pomp of iiu^truinents, that rung 
Tlie arched r<K»& and screens among. 

And, when a Royal guest Wiis fhere, 

Tlic Abbot, rising from his dwir,* 
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Plessed, Ti lth spread hands, the ordered feast, 
While reverend stood each princely guest, 

And far adovTi the hall might see 
Knights, Bishops, Earls, on bended kilee. 

XXII. 

And when came up, at old Yule-tide, 

The boar’s head, trimmed with garlands gay, 
With shining holly’s scarlet pride. 

And tlie sweet-scexted rosethary 
O ! then what merry carols rung, 

What choral lays the minstrels sung ! 
jMarching before it througli the liall. 

Led by tiie stately Senesc^ial. 

This was the joyous mipistrers call. 

In Leonine \nth English strung : 

41'' CuDiit Aiiri diiil'ro, 

« ' * ♦ « 

“ The boar’s* head in hand briii^ I 
“ Witli garlands gay and rosemary ; 

I j)ray you, all sing merrily, 

Qui cslix in cojirivlo.' 

SXIII. 

Then, every voice in I'jhorus joined 
Of those who sat in festal row. 
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Yoir ittight have hc^r^it on the wind— 
Heard it o'er hills of desert snow. 
Thence might be seen, in vale below, 
Through windows of that Banquet-hall, 

The mighty Yule-Clough blazing clear. 
And the Yule-Tapers, huge and tall. 
Lighting ^le ^‘oofs with timely cheer. 

But, ere a few^firief hours were sped. 

The blaze w’as gone — the guests were fled. 
Anrf^heavy wa.s the Winter'.s* sigh, 

As those lone w-alls it passW by. 

XXIV. 

Now, ere the Abbot’s feast began, 

•Or yet appeared the crane and swaUj^^ 

The solemn Carver, with his ki^eii 
Knife, and well armed wiffh iiapkj|i-'< clean, ' 
Scarf- wise athwart his shoulder placed, 

And on each arm and round his waist, 

Came, led by ^larshal, to the dais. 

Tliere every trenchej he assays. 

O'er the Great Salt makes flourishes. 
Touches each spiMUi and napkin fair. 
Assaying wliether ill lurk tiiere. 
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Ere he present it to his kirdj 
Or offer it at the Rbwaade. 

The Sewer, half-kneeling on his way. 

Of everj^ dish receives asai^ 

At the high board, as guard from guile. 
The lilarshal waiting by the while, 

An4 ancient carols rising slow 

From the young Choir and belou*. 

And thus, as every course came on, 

These pomps an awful reverence won. 

Soon as tlje last high cfeirse was o’er. 

The Chaplain from the cupboard bore. 
With viands from the tables stored. 

The Alms-Dish to the Abbot’s board, 
And am*^ple l(Kif, and gav^ it thence, 
W^ith due form and g[(K>d oauntenance. 
That th’ Almoner might it dispense. 
Next came the Cup-bearers, with wine. 
Malmsey and golden inetheglin. 

With spice-cake and with wafers fine. 
This o’er, when sumaps all were drawn, 
And solemn ghice again was sungi^ 
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Came ^Iden ewer an(? bason^ borne 
In state to the high board akmg. 

XXVI. 

Butj Bt high tide, ere all'iRas pa8t> 
Marched the huge Wassail-bowl the last 
Obedient lo the Abbot's call, 

Borne by tlie Steward of the hall i 
The Marshal with lit|^wand before 
And streamers gay and rosemary. 

And choral carols sounding o er. 

'Twas set beside the father’s dais. 

Where oft the Deacon, in his^lace, 

Who bearer of the grace-cup was, 
billed high the cordial Hippocras 
From out that bowl of spicery. 

And served the Abbot on his kSee ; 

Thfe, sent around to every boyd 
This farewell-wassail from his lord. 

The Abbot, tasting of the wine. 

Rose froirf his clmir, jii wonted sign 
The feast was o’er ; yet stood awhile 
H*cheerful converse with high guest. 
Who from the. tables round him prissed 
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Then, \lith a kind and graciors smile. 

The wassail and the board lie blessed. 
Ere yet he left the gorgeous scene. 

And sought the tranquil s^de within? 

XXVIl. 

Here, with prqnd grace, did Wolsey stand, 
Signing forth blessings \Vith his hand, 

And oft the grace-cup liad allowed 
To move among the willing c^owd. 
Grandeur sat on his steadfast brow, 

'iVIid high Imagination *s glow ; 

He seemed to feel liimself the lord 
Of all who sat beside his board. 

And, whdther Peer, or Prince, or King, 

'T was meet to liiin they homage bring ; 
And bondage \rilied they, since his pride 
Had genius, judgement, taste, for guide. 
Whicli lield it in such fine contnd, 

Pride seemed sublimity of soul. 

XXVII J. 

Short while the Abbot did repose, 

When he had left the Banquet-liall ; 

For soon, where his 'arched chamber rose, 
W ould* other pageant-scc^ies disclose 
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On days of convent festival. 

Here, on the Martyr's annual feast 
When Obits at his shrine had ceased ; 

When Give-^le and tlhi Dole were o'er ; 
When Bobin Hood had left his bower, 

And iif the Convent’s spacious court 
The morrice-dancers ceased their sport, 
And on the rout wai Closed the Abbey-door ; 
Then torch and taper, blazi|^ clear 
Within the Abbot s^vening room, 
Bjyiished the heavy, wintry ghxnn ; 

And ^Mysteries ware acted here. 

Then, Chronicle of Kings, pourtrayed 
From England’s story, long gone by, 

In mimic garb and scene arrayed 
Awoke the brethren’s solemn sigh ; 

Such as we breathe o'er these? our theme, 
Whelmed in the ever-passing stream. 

XXIX. 

Here, too, the i\IinStrels' chauntei| song 
Told of their sainted Alba&'s fate ; 

But, oft the measure woun^^^ong 
With tales of Chivalry’s hi^h state , 
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Of knights^ of ladies and of^ove^ 
Ambition’s eagle. Beauty's dove, 

And many a lay of Holy Land, 

Of Richard's and%f Ed\iNird‘s band?” 
The harpers, in the noble train 
Of Abbey g&t, oft joined the strain ; 
And, as they woke with lire the lay, 

Or bade it’s moving grief decay. 

Each silent monk, look attent, 

His head, unhm^ded, thoughtful, bent. 
Then miglit you watch, in the stem eye, 
The bm. , , fretful j)assions die. 

Such as in gloom and loneness dwell, 
Gnawing the bosom s vital cell, 

And sjueading juusoii through the soul, 
That yields to tlieir malign control. 

XXX. 

’Twas sweet the softened mind to trace 
Beaming uj)on time-hurimned face, 

Won by still harmony to rest ; 

And all unconscious uf^the tear, 

That, stranger to su(jh brou' severe, 

Upon the closing eyelid pressed. 
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Butr sweeter 'twas to mark the smile 
Of the blind Minstrel o er the strings ; 
Darkness, nor want, he knows the while. 
As wide the storied veirse he iings ; 

For Music can all wants beguile. 

With bright perception chase his ni|^t. 
And can awake that glow of heart. 
Affection's dearest smiles impart ; 

For Music is — the blind manfs light ! 

The beam, that docs to mental ray 
Image and sentiment display, 

The world of passion, living thought. 

All that the mind through sight ere sought. 
Then sigh not, that he dwells in night. 

For he hath I\Iusic for his light ! 

XXXI. 

This vaulted chamber once lined 
With arras rich, where stood combined 
The story of Cologne’s Tliree Kings, 

With other far-fanuid ancient things. 

Yet oft, on solemn festival, 

A deeper tale spoke from the wall. 

Such as might aid the mimic sliow 
Enacted on the scene beh»w ; 
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Where the raised platform, dear the Bay, 
Served well for Th«t oriel gay 

Rose with light leaves and columns tall, 
Mid roial glass and fretwork small ; 
Whilatripod lamps from the coved roof 
Showed^ well each painted mask aloof, 
Lanfranc and Saxon Edward there, 
Watching the scene they once could share. 

XXXII. 

That oriel shed bright influence 
And charm, by its magnificence, 

On all there told by eye, or tongue, 
IMorality, or Mystery, 

Or Founder’s boon, or History. 

In front, the velvet curtain, flung 
In folds aside, not then for sliade. 

Or shelter, as wl\enVinds invade, 

Made graceful ornament between 
The roof and the fictitious scene. 

How different from this festal grace. 

How fit it's blandishments to chase, 

Were the long vistas, ranging here 
3f the Great Cloister's pillared square. 
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XXXIIJ, 

And when could festal joy e*er 
With the calm rapture of tlie sigh 
Breathed in that Cloister's' solemn shade^ 
When the lone monk would muse and read 
And medifate on ancient lor^ 

Or view the Ajrarrior on his ton»b^ 

With raised hands seeming to implore 
Of Heaven a mitigated do^tti ? 

*So shaded would such figure lie, 

Tall arches jiointingVcr the head. 

That, though a window, j)laced on high. 

It’s gleam through distant colours shed,- 
I?o dim would lie in shades below. 

That, whether living shape, or dead, 

The monk, who gazed, might hardly know. 

And often, at the midnighf-M%tch, 

(The shrine-watch in the aisle beside) 

His ear ^ftent low sound would catch, 
That stole along the tsmb and died. 

As though be had some holy word 
In whisj>er from the marble hcj^rd ! 
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Followed a stillness all profound ; 

Was it some spirit £|pm the ground 
That breathed a spell of death around ? 

If the monk watched some little space, 
Life would seem trembling o’er the faef I 
The pallid stone would change it’s hue, 
And tremble to b^ doubting view ! 

XXXIV. 

Gone is that Cloister’s shadowy walk, 
Where the more aged w’ould pace and talk. 
Or, resting iii the well-carved nook. 
Leisurely read the rare lkst book, 
Turning each page with reverend care. 

Th' illuminator's work to spare ; 

Or tell some legend of a saint, 

Or allegory, little worth. 

Of monkish virtu^ pictured forth 
In leonine, of Latin quaint. 

Whate'er it were, ’twas 6ne repose, 

In cloister-shade, at evening.close. 

To lean along that oaken scat, 

And, all enwrapt in quiet gloom. 
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Hear the still Vesper, rising sweet 
From sainted Oswyn*s shrinii and tomb. 

Or Obit from the chantry near 
Of the good Abbot Delamere, 

S^ell faint and die upon the ear. 

And solemn 'twas and sweet, the while, 

To mark upoBi-aome distant aisle,. 

Seen tBVoiigh deep arch of tragsept-door, 

Tlie beaming torch-light break the shade, 
Strike the tall arches over head. 

Or, slanting low that long aisle o'er, 

Show, some dim sepulchre before. 

The lonely, duteous mourner there, 

Kneeling and veiled in watch of prayer. 

XXXV. 

There, ranged around in silent guard, 
Seventeen kings yet watch and ^'ard 
The good Duke Humphrey's mouldering form, 
Here rescued from the earthly storm, 

Raised by a rival — now a w'orm ! 

And, when the midnight chaunts were still, 
Strange sounds the vault Indow would fill, 
o 2 
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A ghastlf shade, with mitred head, 

Has stajkcd, that lonely tomb around. 
And knelt upon the honoured ground, 
With hands upon its wliite palle spread. 
In seeming prayer and penance lost 
’T^v^t8 guessed this was a murdeter’s ghost 
Condemned to wander round the gram 
Of him, whom kindness could ii(»t save. 
Ther(6iSvere, who in that shade could see 
(Or ’twas the moonbeam’s mockery) 
Beaufort of cruel memory ! 

Such lopk as (l\iiig he had slmwn, 

When hojie of Heaven he did not own, 
And Horror stared btvside his bed ; 

Such grisly kH»k this vis;ige hud. 

'xxvi. 

And, at such hour,^Va8 sometimes seen, 
Veiled in fliin shadowy weeds of woe, 
The image of a .stately Queen, 

Near the cold marble pacinjr shnv. 

The crown upon her hair gleamed faint. 
And more of heroine than \,.niit 

f 

Was drawn upon he^ lofty brow. 
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The proud, heroic gradfes there. 

The grandeur of her step and air. 

No softer cliarms of pity share. 

Alas ! that such commanding mind 
Were not with truth and mercy joined ! 

Now, werg her look, lier eye. of fire, 

That once cc^d warlike hands inspire. 
Dimmed with tlic tear of vain remorse : 

Far lei#lia(l been a kingd<un’s loss, 

Than loss of holy innocence , 

So said her fixed and anguished countenance. 

XXXVII. 

But Margaret’s moan, nor Beaufort’s word, 
Was heard at \"es])er*s hallowed lioiir 
To inn>ing monk, in cloister-bower ; 

Pious sounds aloric he heard. 

And listened oft, with saintly ^niile. 

When Autumn’s gale swept o’er the aisle. 
And bore swelling hymn away 
Up to the realms of lieavenly day 1 
Butj^wheii the fitful gust was goim, 

Rose that strain with a* sweeter tone ; 

The hymn of Peace it seejped to be — 

Her hushed and meekest iidiistrelsy — 
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Her welcome to the Just^ when free 
From this short world of misery. 

The monk; who listened; many a still tear shed; 
By trembling Hope and blessed Pity fed ; 

The listener’s self how soon among the dead ! 

But who the thonging scenes may tell 
This Abbey’s ancient walls have known ! 
When £fondon tolled the Plague’s death-bell; 
Justice here held her courts alone ; 

Here; in this nave; was ])laced her throne. 

An earlier age showed scenes more dread, 

For shrines and tombs around were spread 
With bleeding knights and nobles dead. 

Next age, the latter Henry's bands 
Each consecrated altar spoiled, 

Seized on the Abbey’ ample lands. 

And recklessly for plunder toiled. 

Then, nearer to the living day. 

Here other spoilers bore the su'ay. 

Who, feigning Reason for their guide, 

Indulged an impious, bigot pride. 
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All arrogant in their chicane^ 

They dared these reverend walla profcne. 
Then Cromwell’s bands on grave-stonesjay, 
And storied brasses tore away ; 

The sculptured marble tombs defaced 
Of those, who, nameless, sleep below ; 
That the tall arch, with web>*svork traced 
That shadowed form of Prophet *graced. 
Was shattered by their impious blow. 

XXXIX* 

Of all tills Abbey’s ample bound 
One (alter arch alone is found. 

To mark the Convent’s stately port, 

The entrance of the western court, 

Beneath whose arch have passed the trains 
Of Kings succeeding Kings, when strains 
From trumj) and clarion, as from fort. 

Have sh(K)k the massy walls around. 

And startled with the warrior-sound 
Tlie jHJiianced monk, in distant cell, 

(He had his long beads twice to tell, 

Nor knew wliat form hp muttered then,) — 
V/hile forth, to meet their Sovereign, 



188 


THE ABBEY. 


The Abbot and his convent jjaced, 

With time-woip banners, ranged in haste. 

XL. 

Then from the convent-hall jvitliin 
Faint might be heard the joytms din 
Of minstrel-harp and choral voice, 

That for the royal-guest rejoice ; 

And then the painted .vindow bright, 
LigJjting, on high, t!»e inurky night, 

And shouting portraiture' of Saint, 

Kind signal to tlie Pilgrim firiiit ; 

But to the robber, in liis cell 
Of giant-oak, it told too well, 

That richly-dight and jewelled guest 
Would late return to distant ri'st. 

The dadeened vale anil subi(*ct-town 
Viewed such bright vision witli a frown 
And murmured, that the tyrant knell 
Of iron C'urfew sliould com])el 
Their homes to sink in sudden night. 

When f*en the turrt't, whence it spoke 
Insulting those who tnviied tip* yoke. 

Lifted it s brow, all rutbly ]>rigbt, 

Flushed from the Abbey v Hall's strong light. 
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But, though these ligfited halls are gonCt 
And darkly stands that tower and lone. 

The sacred temple still endures ; 

A truer woan&lup it secures. 

And, though the gorgeous shrines are o’er, 
And thei? pale watch-monk? now no more 
Thougli torcli, nor voice, froiy chantry-tomb, 
Breakj solemn, through the cHstant gloom ; 
Though pilgrim-trains n<i more ascend 
Where far-seen arches dimly bend, 

And fix in awe th’ admiring eye 
Upon the IMartyr’s crown, on high, 

And watch upon his funeral-bed ; 

*Xor hundred IMonks, by Abbot led. 

Through aisle and choir, by tdBib and shrine^ 
Display the ltmg-devolving”iine. 

To iu>tes Ilf .solemn minstrelsy^ 

And hymns, that o’er the vaulting die 
Yet, wc here feel the inward peace, 

That in long-rereixmced places dwells ; 
Our earthly cares lu>re leani to cease ; 

The Future all the Past expels. 

G 5 
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And still, 80 solemn falls the shade, 

Where once the weeping Palmer prayedj 
We feel, as o*er the graves we tread. 

His thrill of reverential dread. 

XLIl. 

Thou silent Choir, whose only sound 
Is whispering step o'er graves around. 

Or echo faint from on high. 

Of the poor redbreast’s minstrelsy, 

Who, perched o^ some <^rved mask of stone. 
By lofty gallery dim and lone^ 

Sends sweet, short note, but sparely heard. 
That sounds e’en like the farewell word 
Of some dear friend, whase %mile in vain 
We seek through tears to view again ! 

Thou holy shade — unearthly gloom ! 

That hoverest o’er the Jifcrtyr’8 tomb; 

Ye awful vaults, who^e aspect wears 
The ghastliness of parted years ! 

The very look, the steadfast frown, 

That ye on ages past sent down. 

Strange, solemn, wonderful and dread. 
Pageant of living and of dead 
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Thou silent Choir ! thou holy shade ! 

Yfe walls, that guard the Martyr's head. 

Meet agents are ye to inspil^ 

The lone enthusiast's thought of fire; 

High ministers of Alban's fame. 

Ye are his tomb, and breathe his name. 

XLIXI. 

And wlieii, enthroned on fielcj of WBr, 

This Abbey’s walls are seen afar, 

When it’s old dark-draum aisles ext^d 
Upon the light ; and, bold and broad, 

The (»ntral tower is seen t' ascend,' 

And sternly look their sovereign Idfd, 

We feel again such trar%)orts rise, 

As fixed that way-worn Palmer's eyes, 

When, gaining first the toilsonie hrow, 

Rose to his sight the Shrii<i«1)elow, 

When, as he caught it’s aspect«pale. 

He shouted “ Alban ! Martyr ! hail !" 

And knelt and wept, and kissed the long-sought 
ground. 


END OP the first canto. 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE THE FIRST BATTLE. 


I. 

AitiiDST these old abodes of j)cace 
Did War his crimson banner rear. 

And bid the heavenly anthem cease. 
While his stern trumpets rent the air; 

HP 

Here, in esich cloister, hall and walk, 

Where sandalled feet unh^ird went by. 

And voi^s low, in reverend talk, 

Feared to di.stnrb it\s sanctity, 

< . * 

Did here the W arriur’s iron tread 
Shake the Cold .slumbiy of the dead, 

Cali murmurs from the vaults below 
And the long whispered sigli of woe ; 
8^k oVr tlie helpless and the 
And print the hermit s vest with blood 
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Yes; blood the hallowed pavement stained ; 
And blood the shrine of peace prophaiied ! 
The ring of mail — the clash dff steel 
Through choir and cloister sent their peal 
To chambers dim, where Silence slep^, 

And pious men their sabbath kept. 

Who, long*secure from sense of ill. 

And well subdued in mind and \villT 
Pondered Futurity’s high theme 
And this world’s strange and fleetimr dream. 
If. 

O driv of truilt and bleeding woe ! 

Year after year shall mourn in vnin 
The countless ills, that from ye flow. 

And hardly hope (or peace again — 

The djiy, when York and Lancaster 
First loosed the tide of civil war ; 

When hostile brothers of the lawid 
Met face to face, and hand to hand. 

And sunk each other’s lance beneath, 

And breathed eaci^#lher*s dying breath ! 
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III. 

The eve before that battle day, 

The camp of either arnSy 

Beyond where now the straining sight 

Can reach fron^^iBn's limost height. 

'Twas leaning on this very tower, 

That iMban’s Monks \%^tched hour by hour. 
They, who lie dark in death below 
Yon fallen u’alls, in silent row 
Gazed, as you gaze, from this high brow. 

The cowl and helmet, side by ^ide, 

Watched from this height tlie bamiered pride, 
And marked the gathering .storm of war 
Hang dark o'er aU those hifll afar ; 

^And, in dread stillness Q£"the soul. 

Heard the low, threatening thunder roll, 

That soon would, in it's cloudy course, 

Burst rounS their wa^ts with lightning-force. 

IV. 

Camped o'er those green and northern lands, 
There lay Duke Richard’s way^^rotti bands ; 
The pale rose on their ensigns stood. 
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Southward, where now the clear sun shines. 
Watched Royal Henry's warrior-lines. 
Surmounted with rose^of blood. 

His vanguard lay beneath these halls. 

And round St. Stephen’s ilfighbiliring walls. 
To Cashio’s vale his centre spread, 

Where tho King pressed a thorny bed. 

His legions stretched toward Stanmore’s brow 
And Harrow’s lofty sanctuary, 

Whose ffjiiry top you just ma^ know, 

Crowned with many a stately tree, 

W’here now the gleam falls fieetingly. 

V 

The lights and shades of Fortune’s power 
Fell not as Nature’s at this hour. 

Her storm frow ned t>n the Muthern scene ; 
Her smile shone o'er yon flow'ery green. 

Those distant dow ns, now* lUin and grey. 
Those misty wakhIs received h^ ray. 

V. 

W'hile the Monks from this battlement 
Their glance o’er tUe^^wide prosjHJct sent. 
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They watched the western sun go down 
*Mid clouds of amber, edged with gold. 

That did their splendid wings unfold. 

And seemed to wait iiround his throne. 

A monk, who i^arked them, dared foretell. 
That gentle Peace would here still dwell ; 
But the bold guess and Huttering ray 
Sunk alike in glooiy a)vay. 

One criiiisoii streak of jKirted day 
Lingered where IlKNity’s army lay ; 

Till o’er it spread the night’s dark line, 

That veiled a^vhile eacli camp from view. 

VI. 

Then, gradual, through the deepening gloom. 

Torch and signal- fires relume 

The war-lines on the hills and dells. 

Leaving wide shudowy*intervaIs'; 

Yet marking to the drstant eye 

T 

How broad aitu close those camp-lines lie : 
Gleaming as does the Ocean’s l>ed. 

When sun has set in stormy rt*d. 

And surge on surge rolls crested bright, 
Beneath the glance of iiarting liglit. 
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VII. 

The other camp, of smaller force. 
Concealed it’s boundary by the course 
Of heij^hts, save where one hill retired ; 
There wafc the dusk with redness fired 
By casual wateli-torch through tlK‘ gloom ; 
And there lav Youk, like hidden doom. 
Waiting to send fortli nameless n*oes. 

High o’er that hill the Ida/a; uprose 
Ujwm the darkly -sullen sky, 

Here reddening on a livid cloud, 

There glancing like the fancied crowd, 
That ride the northern lights on high. 

JJuk e Richard watched upon this hill, 
While his caiiip-field wa^' dark and still ; 
But that a guard-fire, here and there. 
Lifted it’s lonel\ titful ghire, 

W^liere steeds and warrioi^ lay aroumtf, 

In harness for the battle-day, 
llalf-slunibering to the frequent sound 
Of steps and weajKins on the ground, 
Preparing for the mor/mv’s fray. 
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His scouts near Henryks arw strolled, 

And to his gathered Council told 
Where lay it*s weakness, where it's hold. 
But Henry, trusting to his force, 

Sconied such dark cares and secret course. 

VIII. 

So near the outer posts approached. 

That each on each 'at 'times encroach’d, 
And s])eech of taunt, or civil cheer, 

Mixed with the clink hf harness-gear, 

IVas heard ; and each might view the Hare 
From Alban’s topmost round in air. 

That made the tower, in lurid gloom, 

A more gigantic port assume. 

And, silent, on the rocky steep 
Their vatcli o’er hill and vall*^' kec‘p. 
Each, too, migl^ see .dini forms on high. 
Glide, where the beacon t^clifd the sky : 
For there it’s flanie of B^illen red 
Flashed on a called monk s .sable head, 
Glanced on the Abbey -knight beside. 

And showed his plumy crest of pride, 
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On the night-breezes dencing gay. 

As though in sun and chivalry. 

IX. 

That monk and knigbt> with steady gaze/ 
Watched where the far-off signals blaze. 

O'er many ridge of wood and down. 

From heath and camp, from tower and town ; 
From ancient Hadley's cresset-flame. 

That peered o'er hills, an eastern star, 

(The beacon-turret still the same) 

Bearing this sign of iron war 
To Casino's close-surrounded vale 
And Gorhambury 's' turrets pale, 

And nameless lands, in shade unknoum. 

^riie nearer scene they hsiked upon. 
Glimmer’d in varying,<il»nde and light, 
Thr(»wn fnuii the Abbey’s beacon bright. 

X. 

It gleamed on .stately In^werirhelow, 

Tinged porch and transept’s dusky 
Glartni on broad courts and humble cell, 
Glanceil on the crystal Oriel, 
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And cast deep shadow on thai ground 
From gates and turrets ranged around. 
Therei Ab^y Lance-men slowly paced. 
Where scarce the portal-arch W|is traced. 
As flashed the blaze along the air, 

And quivered on each Warrior’s spear ; 
Long, sfiaded A\’alks it showed, that led 
Where cloister-plat add gardens spread. 
And monks, wrapt close in sable weed, 
Passed to and fro, with‘*fearful speed. 

The gloomy light was throu ji so far, 

It reddened dark St. ^lichael’s brow, 
Frowning on Roman foss behnv, 

And tinged the bridge and streams of Ver 

XI- 

St. Alban’s town, with wakeful eyes, 
Viewed the red beaco^i sink and rise, 

And, sought to spell each sign*^] sent 
To good King IlKNnY*«(,4listant tent. 

And, w'hile they gazed, the clianging glare 
Broad on each rtM>f and lattice-bar. 

Showed every visage watching there 
For tiding of the three tened war. 



NIGHT BEFORE THE BATTLE. 


141 


Upon Queen Ellen's pMe of state. 

That crowned the town and* mourned her fate, 
The trembling gleam touched shrine an4 saint 
With light and shade, so finely faint, 

The form beneath each canopy 
Appeared Jo lean So ])atieiitly, 

As if it bent o’(*r tlie loved bier, 

* 

That, (nice for short time placed here. 

Had made the spot to Edward dear. 

And IiNtened, whilts the Recpnem's flow 
Shed stillness o’er the mourner’s woe. 

XII. 

Patient n]ion the Abbey-Tower, 

From W*s])er to the ]\Iatin hour, 

The kniglil and inouk the first watch kept, 
While f(*w beneath their vigil slept. 

Later, within the turret-head 

The monk from the cliill night-wind fled; 

But never from that platfoffh's height 
Strayed the due fimtstep of the knight. 

With jivitient eye and measured pace. 

He turned upon the narrow space. 
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And listened each imperfect'sound, 

That rose from camp, or road, around, 

Or noise of preparation made 
Below in porch and ajch-wav’ fiiade. 

The massy bolts and jwnderous bars 
Of studded gates, that, in old wars, 
Against the rebel townsmen closed, 

Had now so long in peace reposed. 

So long had been unmoved by hand. 

They now the Warder's niiglit withstand 
Often was licard tlie mingled din 
From clink of sniitli and voice wthin. 
From footsteps heavy with the weight 
Of chest, that bore from shrines a freight, 
And altar-tombs, to secret hold 
Of jewels ricli and cups of gold ; 

Though yet was left ^ome little show 
To check, if need, the plunderer's, blow. 

XIII. 

And, when such busy sounds were o'er, 
That Abbey-knight might hear once more 
From the still street, in echoing stvell, 
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The'watch-woW of eacfti sentinel 
Pass on it’s far-extending range 
From post to post, with ordered change. 

Now low, now sullen^ and now high. 

Health to the King !” — then So say I." 

And sometjmcs, too, a distant drum. 

With stealthy murmur seemed to come. 

Then rolled away, and sunk afar 
Where slept the thunder-cloud of war. 

Prom roads was heaed and doubted ground 
The watch-cry of patrols around, 

Aliaglecl, at times, with one slow note, 

Swelled solemn from t]ie cornet's throat, 

And answered faint and fainter still. 

Like echo from the distant hilL 

And, when such solemn sounds were past, 

When slumliered e’en the midi»iirht blast, 

The due hymn fro^ the choir below 
Through the high tower ascended slow. 

While round the bands of Havock lay. 

Waiting but for the morn of May 

To light War, Death, and Treason to their prey. 
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XIV. 

The Knight sent frequent^ message down. 
That all wm still. 

No sign of ill 

Drew nearer to St. Alban’s town. 

The while the Abbot, in debate, 

Sat with his officers of State, 

And Seneschal, Judge of his Court, 
Discussing every new report 
And message, sent from scouts i^iiir, 

That told the visage of the u'ur. 

Vainly ij*r some they waited long, 
Perj)lexed Duke Hiehjwd’s in^ts among ; 
Others came, horse on horse, .s(» fast. 

That every quarter- watch tliat passed, 
Brougfit rumour fresh and ^wondVous tale. 
Bidding now hope, nhw fear, prevail. 

And still jnost wond’rous ever was the last. 

tv. 

The pious Abbot, Whetehampstcd, 

Of learned men the kariied head, 

Closed a late council, and "v^ithdrew. 
Needful, though short repose to woo ; 
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But •Still theil^rior and*Seneschal 
Waited the worst, that irtfl^ht befall, 

Ready, if enomy approach, 

For council at the Abbot’s couch. 

He, wakeful long and anxious still. 

Lost not ’in sleep his sense of ill. 

For then, in slumbers, touched with sorrow. 

He saw dim visions of the morrow. 

Saw round thf>se walls the battle bleed ; 

Heard the iierce trump and neigh of steed ; 

Saw wounded Henry, in the strife, 

Rome down and plgading for his life. 

And, starting at the piteous view. 

He widcCj. with chili brow bathed in dew. 

XVI. 

That night, few monlw their pallets pressed 
And scarce an eye was closed id rest ; 

Most were frdm slumlier held away 
By terror of the coming day f 
Yet some there were, who, fond of change 
And slaves to envy, wished to see 
VOL. iiu H 
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The battle take dbeat rang^ 

Though rottud thehr wa8$ it dutnced to ^ 
And some, who, iiaed with worldly aeal^ 
Would fidn, ^vitE cosguc swoj^d of steeb 
Mingle^n royal Henry's train ; 

And others Richard’s plea u>aintain. 

« 

But each, by prudent council swayed 
Or policy, their chief *obej*ed. 

The ordered chime was hourly rung ; 

Eadi moss was di^y said and \ 

Ahd, at each gate, though armed b|ind 
Obeyed an Abbej-knigHSt’s cammand. 

And o er tne posterns bgd control, « 

Yet, at each station watched a cowl, 

• ^ • 

And still on tower, half hid 4| hood. 

The pSle Monk with the Warrior stood. 

XVII. 

That Monk had heard the Vesper-bell 
Call every brother from his ceil ; 

Had heard the bell oP^mpline sound, 

And followed every jupvice round ; 
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And as he heard fthatmt aaoena^ 

Silent and meek^ hib hedl&T^uld bemd'; 

Each word4h^ accustomed mind i^plied,^ 

That distance to his eariMnied ; 

^Though ab^t he^ by painful oeed^ 

He joined ^the prayer and dropped the bead. 

And ofl;, in silent orison. 

He prayed, that war might spare this to^'n ; 

That all who dwelt wdthin these walls 

Might duly own Religion's calls 

On the unknown to-morroM- s night, 

Now trembling on hi» darkened sight. 

He prayed, too, that no blond-stained gnive 

flight wait that watching Warridr brave, 

*Whose spirit frank free and kind 

* » * 
Had calmed and cheered his boding mind. 

XVIII. 

Still Jerome Ic^t^d on A^bsj|^'s tower, 

And thoughtful .watched the solemn hour ; 
All thing i lay wfbpt jn fearm gloom ; 

Time passed in silence towarA^he tomb. 

f I 2 
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Nor watcli-dog*8 bark, nor chfo-ger’s neigli. 
Nor pass- word went the distant way ; 

Nor swept a breeze u^n aJx)Ugh 
Of the liigh leafy walks hwmv. 

The holy hymn ha^unk in peace ; 

Now Natures ^^things almost cea$e 
In the deep pause alone might come 
The sullen, faltering pant of drum ; 

So faint th’ uncertain sound in air, 

It seei^ed like pulsie within the ear. 

• XIX. 

He viewed the dawn steal o't?r tlie wold, 
Paling each lx*acon-fire afar, 

Till, wan and dim as twilight star. 

The warning tale no more it 
On the green wootls that dtnvy Ijght 
Shed sleepy hues all ^lill and white. 

That cold fresh light, th^t tender green, 
Dawning through all the lone^ scene, 

A sw(*et and quiet sadness’ wory 
To palmer, journeying* at such hour 
Til rough the wild path of foTest-lKiiver, 
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Well suiting with lus humbled mind. 

In holy grie/ to Heaven resigned. 

If it recalled the long-pi|bt dfought. 

It soothed to smile the woe it brought : 

Like touch of some fine harmony ^ 

To one efidue^ with sympathy. 

xx« 

With pious thought and tranced eye, 

St. Albarrs Monk., from turret hiffh, 

Beheld in silent order rise 

Tint after tint on th' eastern skit‘s; 

First, cold raya^^^ged the night’s black shfoud ; 

Tlien roaiB, tl|Bn ainber,^ changed tlie luie ; 

Then slowly purpled the soft cloud. 

That stretched al&ii^tlid upper blue ; 

Where, hanging o*dl* its shadfiwy throne, 

The star of Alorning watched*alone ; 

But soon more gorgeous tints ap]>ear. 

And tell the mighty Sun is..^ear; 

Till he looked joyouS o'er yon lu’ow. 

While slumbering War lay stretched below, 

Whose shrine shall dying thousands stain. 

Ere that gay Sun look up agiiin ! 
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War’s grisly visage there was setti, 
Engnrlanded \iekb May’s iaif^buds ; 

His couch — bar meads of springing grean. 

His canopy — her Iresh.leaved woods ! 

Her fragrant airs around him breatha> 

Her music soothes his dream beneath. 

But soon May’s biooma their snows shall Tieid> 
By hostile struggle lowly laid ; 

And soon her young and lightsome shade 
Shall hide the blood-stained casque and shield. 
Now thrcTwn in wilder’d $ight away : 

And many a tortured wretch that day> 

’Scaped from the battle’s mortal strife> 

To scenes of Nature’s peace shall hie ; 

And, while all round is breathing life. 

Sink on some flowety bank and die t 
xxii. 

The Monk might* at this hour of dawn, 

Have traced each army faintly drawn. 

Through dewy veil, on hills around ; 

And viewed St. AlbanV glitnmering bound 
All rich with blooming orchard grumid, 



KIGHT TUS BATTLE. 1|1 

Where crowded rdoft and turrets lay 
Obscurely on the brightening grey« 

How dark and stili Hie Mart^^’s tower 
Stood on the reddening dawn on high ; 

How solemn was the look it wdre^ 

The pehce of age and sanctity > 

TiU each dark line stood shai^ o;id clear. 

On gold and crimson streaks of air. 

Flowing upon the early bre^e. 

The Royal banner Wahw’jck sees 
Wave.homage to the rising beams I 
And, while that banner lig^ly streams, 

'^Vith scornful eyes he viewed the town, 

“ There w'ill I rule ere sun go dowTi 1” 

XXIIl. 

Tlie Knight and ISUmk, who watched on liigh. 
Beheld these rising beams with joy ; 

And lost, with joy, the beacon’s flame. 

For now relief of Warder came. 

Scarce would the warrior pause to tell, 

Tliat all near Alban's w all was well ; 

Or change a word of wfiat h||d been , 

From his high stati<p heard, ^or seen. 
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And, with the chilling hour oppressed, 
Jerome, too, souglit some welcome rest, 
And left, exchanged, a monk bdfiind. 
To shiver in the breezy wind. 


KND OF '"rirc SECOND CANTO. 



CANTaail. 

THE DAY OF THE FIRST BATTLE. 


The day had risen ; the Prinle 

Swelled soft, as ceased the second chime ; 
\7heii now was heard a distant drum 
Through the wood-lauds high to come ; 
Andj fierce though faint, one trumpet-blast 
Hurrying upon the light wind passed.' 

It was not fancy — *twas not fear, 

That caused those glittering helms appear. 
And triple-glance of marshalled spear. 
Upon the high w'ood*s shadowy side ; 

'Tis there the barbed coieriers ride; 
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And^ mid li#ht.1^ved shadows go 

Tie battle-|ixo|||d ianoe and bow ; 

And banners bright and pennonB fair 

Bicker u|K)n the fretful air. 

Now, do\\Ti St. Stephen's woody steep,. 

The warlike bonds duenirder keep. 

Winding in glimpses to liis eye 
# <■ 

Who watched from imder hood, on high. 
And sadly lost all doubt, in fear ; 

While now the ’lariffti-bell he rung, 

And now o’er battlement he liung, 

Viewing the len^hened train draw near ; 

'' Ten thousand, — less there could not be ; 

Ten thousand &F the enemy 

And thousands yet he might not see ! 

II. 

His glad companion siAiliiig heard 
The panic marvels of his word ; 

But all in vain he promised good, 

Though, as they Hashed from Julian's wood. 
The knight well knew ^ose armed bands. 
And brandished high bis gauiitlet-bunds, 
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And shouted weloome/on the ^ 
Live — live King Henry — Heniy liiDl !” 
And waved his banner on the wall. 
Urging the loud, rejoiciBg call. 

Live — live JKing Henry — Henry hail !” 
Till his punched li{)s and ut^lmrance fail. 

in. 

And then was heard the various pace 
Of young and old, in toilsome race 
Up galleried wall and winding flight. 
Aiming to roach this topmost height. 

But soon th’ embattled roolh below 
Proi’laini, that few may gain this brow 
j^^or, resting then' in sable row. 

Many a hrotlier breathless stood 
With pqpbting ham^and falling hood, 
Gazing upon the vision dread 
Of warlike force, that hither sped. 

IV. 

Now, loud King Heijrv’s clarions sound, 
The iiuiiiy-trampling hoofs n^und. 

As, issuing from St. Stlpheii'a shade 
Upon the near and sunny glade. 
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Blazoned shields and helmets gleam, 

While light the re^-tose banners stream ; 

And knights on barbed coursers bear 

Their monarch's standard through the air . 

And gentle Henry might you know, 

Though harnessed close froil top to tin*. 

r 

Before him, hendd-trunipets sound, 

Proud chiefs and nobles press the ground ; 

And, where his ordered thousands throng, 

IVinding the woods and vale along, 

Each bannered knight, as he drew nigli, 

Was seen to lead his vassal-band, 

M’ith statelier inarch and aspect high, 

Expressive of supreme command, 

Though courting kiudly gesl Jle from his SovereignV 
huna. 

V. 

Loud and more loud the trumpets call. 

As they draw nigh 8t. Alban’s wall ; 

And other trumpets answer clear. 

And ** Live Kjng Ilenr)- !" rends the air^ 

From every guarded barrier. 
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'Straight^ at the sounds in street below » 
The thronging shield and helmet^^ 
While busy knights their men array, 

To line their Monarch’s onward way, 

The van-guard, that, on yesternight, 
Watched here, upon 8t. Alban's height. 
Above, each roof and lattice showed 
A fearful mA a curious crowd, 
Thoiiid^forced within their homes to stay, 
IlojjjRig for glorious wbnders, on that day. 

VI. 


i ^d now adown the street appear, 
i^ith better banners, high on air, 

he Martyr's sons in wondering fear, 

•% 

^ith chaunted antlieiiis; grave and sweet, 
acing their Sovereign lord ta meet. 

The Abbot is not now arrave*> 


As lie was wont, to meet his lord ; 

His brow no jewelled pomp displayed. 

Nor from his shoulders now floats bread 


The scarlet c^pe, nor robe of gold. 
Not the ridtwelvet’s sli^dowy fold. 
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But he, enwfapt in woeful weeM, 

Suiting his habit to tlie time, 

In sorrowing penance seems to plead 
Forgiveness for some hidden crime, 

Tlmt threatened to draw judgment down 
Even on St. Alban’s slirine attd town. 

But pages liold his mourning train. 

As when arrayed in r<»l>e more vain, 

And all his otiicers of state 
III order due around him wait ; 

\MiiIe, inarching on tht* cri^iled way, 

His Abliey-knights their band disjday. 

vn. 

Far down the steep of Holywell. 

The cliaiiiited anthein rose and fell. 

Soon as -w as heard tlie^iolenin song, 

And se('n the dark advancing throng ; 

* 

That busy street, then ch»sely [iressed, 

With Ixiw and pike and demi-lance, 

Wliere chargei* reared, where waved high crest, 
W'’as Inched, at once, as if in trance ; 

The crowd fell back, in order grave, 

Ere Abbot’s guard the signal gave. 
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And, as the Abbey-CRoir went by, 

In reverend row you there might see 
Eadi warriir on his bended knee. 

With upward and l>efieeching eye. 

And thus, through files of lance and speaf; 
The piour, fathers, withdut fear. 

On to the southern barrier move 
Safe in due reverence and love. 

VIII. 

And now within the barrier W'all 
St. Alban’s sons await their King. 

And hark ! what nearer clarions ring ! 
What shouts around each turret call 
^ King Henry live ! — King Henry live ! 
Every Saint a blessing give ; 

King Henry live !~King Ileary live ! 
Abbot and Prior blessings givS.*' 

Then burst the loud, acclaiming voice 
From battlements and towers aloof. 

From cottage- thatch and lordly roof,' 

s'*' 

Of all, who in due.Yule rejoice. 
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IX. 

T&en> first from forth the barrier-arch 
Deep and dark, in solemn march. 

The Herald- trumpets come ; 

Their blazoned coats and pageantry 
And banners b^am upon the eye. 

Like sudden blaze of witchery 
f'rom depth of midnight gliKun. 
Behind, a pale and gleaming band, 

As if by glance of moonlight shown, 
Stalked, in silence, hand Jbv hand. 
With threatening crest and visor s fwyi) 
The stately forms of men unknown. 
In cold dead steel ai^toinized. 

As in Death's very image 'giiised. 

X. 

Following this heavy miirch were 
On the armed charger’s stately sheen, 
Many a Baron’s youthful sou. 

By lofty Somerset led <»ii. 

With stately step liis courser 

•■t 

His cas<|ue the British litm sti* >de ; 

The triple plume was nmlding hy ; 
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Through the barred visor might you spy 
The wanrior^s dark and fiery eye. 

Though not the mien his visage bore. 
Proud was his air, liis stature high. 

Above his ringed mail he wore 
Coat-armour, blazoned bright with sign ' 

Of princely birth and Henry sjine, 

And *broidercd with devices fair ; 
Portcullis-bars in gold were there. 

Two S(|uires, beside his stirrWps, bear 
His shield and axe and new-shod spear. 
There marched in stately grace before. 
With trumpets that high summons gave, 
Ills Poursiiivant, Pt>rtcullis grave. 

And llenchnieii next, s(»me demi-score. 
Fearless, he sou^t tUe battle-hour ; 

Here he belield castle -tower, 

■V 

And well he knew the prophecy. 

That UNDKR Castle he must die. 

XI. 

Behind, as far as cyei^glit go. 

Paced barbed steeds and tanners slow. 

Till Henry’s standard stooped below 
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The barrier-arcli> and borne along 
By royal Banner Knights a throng ; 

So Iieavy t^as the ample fold. 

That hardly could the knigHs unfold 
Tlie crimson silk and blasoned gold. 

Again dame Heralds, four abreast. 

With blazoned aro^A And yellow rest. 
Sounding their silver trumpets sweety 
^Vhile silver drums before th^n beat. 
Followed a gorgeous stately train. 

Who scarcely might their coursers r|pu, 
Esquires and Yeomen, two and iwm^ 
Accoutred at all points, most true ; 

Knights of the Body^ brave and gay, 

Wlio ushered Henry on his way, 

While 'compass^ig, on all sides, came 
Chiefs and Nobles, high in fame. 

XII. 

Thronged lofty spears and sliiel^ orounvl; 
Where the King’s charger trod the ground. 
And, deep behind the barriei^'arch. 

Plume behind plume,. :n solemn march. 
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And eyes that seemed to fronoi with fate. 

Upon their monarch's progress wait. 

Then gentle Heyary might yon know. 

Though harnessed (dosenfroro bead to toe 
For, though arrayed f&r warrior-deed, 

He sat not cheerly on his steM ; 

Tliough England's lion on his throw 
Claimed homage of a Nation's bow. 

Soon as St. Alban’s sons he spied 
He dterr his reii, and Halt !" iras cried ; 

And when the reverend father kneeled. 

He pressed his iron beaver 
And would not let his visor frown. 

But all his countenance revealed, 

And stretched his gracious hancj to raise 
The aged man with g^tlepraisft. 

And when the blessed anthems pealed, 

He would himself fiillve'Stept to ground, 

And with the Abbot* side by side. 

Have yielded up all kingly pride. 

To pace the Martyr's tomb around. . 
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But fiery Tudor near him rode. 

And instant close beside him strode, 

And whi^er*d somewhat to his ear ; 

Which Henry, faltering, seem'd to hear. 

And slow and silently obey. 

Yet, tJioiigh ids^stately seat he kept. 

He bade the laSber lead the way ; 

And patient, as they ste])t, he stept. 
Listening to their sV>w chauuted lay, 

With due respect and bended head, 

While toward the Abbey-gate tlfey led. 

XIV. 

On as that martial pageant drew . 

The Knight on watch would p(»int to view, 
Each banner and each chief he knew. 

There rides the high Nortlnmd>erland, 
Leading bis hardy fiorthern band, 

Tlie sou» of Hotspur, hc»se bold hand 
So oft the prize of victory won. 

There pass the Cliffords, sire and son ; 

And more of truly noble fire 
Ne'er glsfkved than imthe hoary sire ! 
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There Stafford [^oes ; tlfere Buckingham^ 
And fiery Tudor^ still the same. 

Sir John dc (jrooby you may see^ 

With new- worn honours vain and brave ; 

♦ ^ 

Just knighted by King Henry he, 

O may 1 h; ’scape an early grave ! 

Whate’er his fate, he care^not now, ; 

The ])luine exults upon his brow.” 

XV. 

Now Clement flies right speedily, 

And, mounting on a turret- way, 

Through narrow loop begins to spy. 

The varying struggle 4>f that day ; 

F ii , figured underneath his eye, 

*While fearless he of spear and dart, 

Lay street and road, as on a chart. 

Close looked this Saxon turret &wn 
Upon the four ways of the town, 

And tni Queen Ellen’s slirine and green, 

(The garden-plat alone. between) 

And, broad and straight, the way then spread 
To old St. Peter's towerei head ; 
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Closing thafiix peispeotive 

His battlements were drawn on air. 

xvr. 

Below, the and streets, anil green, 
8o crowded were wdth pike. 

That scarcely was there room between 
For lance to }K>ifie> or sword to strike ; 
But the chief turmoil of thd scene 

V 

Was (*.n St. Peter’s spacious way, 

V 

*Wbere, in the centre of the 
King Henry and his knights were seen, 
Arojyid his baiiher doatiiig gay. 

'Twos planted for the Iniitle-bcmr, 

With the full pomp of* viarlike power ; 
'Mid clarion’s and trumpet's sound. 

And shouts, that rent the air far round. 
Making old Alban's hhrines to shake. 
And tremble deep her crystal lake. 

Cki Peter'Mtreet that Hlmidard stood, 
SumiBoiiuig hill and B:ale^and wood. 
While the King’s orders w^ent, lb keep 
The wards and barriers rf the place 
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With Strong watch ; foS*; near Alban's steep, 
York now advanced^ in qniekened pace.^ 

XVII, 

Advanced so fast^ tihat, when the King 
One moment at thb would spend, 

His chiefs arranged themselves in ring 
Around, and urged him to suspend 
His pious purpose^ till that day 
Were ended, and that battli#fray. 

Meek Henry yiel<|f[^with a sigh, 

And soiuetliing like a frown 
Came darkening o*er his tearful eye ; 

But soon, with patient Jooli> on higi^ 

It died in smile of piety. 

Such as blest saint might own. 

Then, turned he to the humble door 
Of fidmund Westby, th* IlumT^edor ; 

There his head-quarters were prepared 
By thoai^ who with him mdre than shar<^ 
His power ; there he ry solf ed to M^it 
Whate'er might be Ibe battle’s fate. 

Or welcome peace, or lengtliened hate. 
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XVIII. 

In terror from the turret-arch, 

Was now seen Richard’s rapid ^arch, 

And signal given and 'larum call, 

Rang round about the Abbey^vaD* 

Now aU are up on gallery-tower, 

To scon the enemy^s dread power 
O’er the wide fields advancing round 
Prom meadou'-slopes, where woods had been, 
But now no sign pf oah is seen ; ' 

Archers and pikeinen step the ground ; 

And dawn tlie glade, that spreads belou*, 
Arrayed in many a gleaming row, 

They stand beneath St. Alban's brow, 

But chiefiy on tiSe eastern side 

Key’s Field displayed their baitnered pride. 

There most St. Albi n’s feartnl their blou’ ; 

St. Alban’s— ill j)repared for war. 

Though thronged with arms and w arriors Iwtd 
Por no broad bulwark spen afar, 

Nor stretching rampart, proudly told 
Defiance and a mighty holu ; 
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But simple Vail and barrier-gate 
Warded for old St. Alban's fate. 


XIX. 

Wide o'er the northern fields a&t 

/f . 

Still marched Duke Richard’s lines of war, 
Whose wlike-rose banners, gathering nigh. 
Gave silent signal to the eye 
Of more than he had dared to claim — 


Richard of York’s yet secret %im. 

White blossoms in '^h cap were seen. 

For unblown rose, the sweet may-thorn, 
From banks of freshly-blushing green 
By gauntlet-fingers rudely torn, 

MU 

And placed on high, a "smiling crest, 

O'er brows by iron vizor pressed ; 

Device, at once, for ika pale rose, 

And for the name that gave i’jm sway, 
Who gaily on his w’arrior-brows 

Bore the bright bloom PLANT-A^£N£|g 






The A'arders scanaed the outspread twee 


From tower and turret 1»till \fi vain ; 


VOL. Ill, 


1 
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Richard of York, in double course, 

To i^hrouding woods extends his train : 

And ^\*ho may guess wliat numbers there 
In silence 'vftiit andi^atchful care, 

Re^y the battle to sustain 
To inexperienced eyes, and fear, 

His hundreds, thousands thus appear. 

Now lost and seen in grove and field ; 
While Henry *s thousands cooped in street. 
Seem but to threaten self-defeat, 

Incapable their strength to wield. 

XXI. 

^loriiing OB day had hir advanced. 

And not a spear in onset glanced ; 

But lingering messages were sent 
To Lancaster by York, the while. 

Who, trusting U^s in arms than guile. 

By aid. of gold still intent 

Some captains of his foe to gain ; 
lifs numbers might, he^dged, be vain. 
Though the great Warwjck ruled their course, 
To grapple Henry's loyal ibree. 
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XXII. 

Uiiawed by sense of treachery, 

Richard now dared, irreverently, 

To call on Alban, as hi^saint. 

To hear him vouch his true intent — 

‘‘ In verie knowledge *of his trothe 
To witness to his loyal oath. 

To honour Henry as his king, 

Should he to instant justice b****'g 
Those false suggosters of his w'ill, 

Who wrought his kingdom only ill/' 

Y'et Henry's oath he would not take, 

That speedy justice should awake ; 

But, on the moment, made*liis claim 
That every noble he might name 
Should to his camp in fetters come, 

And there receive their final dc3m: 

This done, he would disperse his men. 

And bow to Henry’s power ag^ain. 

But well he guessed stich^aim would wring 
Only defiance from the King. 

t 2 
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XXIIT. 

And tliis was Lancaster's r^ly, 

That rather than to him betray 
faithftil servtots^ he, this day, 
\Voul4rfbi%heir sakes, fight— lilfe or die 1 
And> though long pressed by " great disease’^ 
And iieavinessrof heart. 

He swore by sainted Edward's peace, 

He would not them» depart 
Till every traitor of that hour. 

Who should persist in strife, 

If phiced by liattlc in his pow’er. 

Should forfeit there his life. 

This while the virtuous Henry said, 

A te^ of anxious grief he shed. 

»xiv. 

The morn was gonc,^oon nearly come. 

Yet was not heard the 'lanim-drum ; 

Still Richard Md a doable course, 

And Henry still restraiped his force. 

Now, w'hile full many a fearful eye 
From Alban's toweij,looked eagerly. 
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And none knew what delayed the blow, 

They marked again, in street below, , 

A white*ro6e Herald blindfold Jed, 

Where high the bannered rose of wd 
Waved duteous o’of^the monarch’s brow^^^ 

King Henryj ever duly slow 
To draw the desolating swoi^ 

Piteous and mindful of the woe, 

That might ensue from slighted word, 

Greeted the wily pari once more. 

And long the message pondered o*er ; 

For show of hope and peace it bore. 

XXV. 

And now a guileful sound of peace 

Swells faint to thofe, who watch on high, 

Bidding their care ay cl te^or cease. 

But wherefore, to their straining eye. 

Yon shifting glance of helm and lanoe ^ 

And why those sudden trumpet-sc^iids, 

Mingled with tremoux of the drum, 

Gathering in loud and louder rounds, 

Like burst 6f gaunt andi ravenous hounds ^ 
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Twas those without St. Alban's wall. 

Raising the treacherous oftset-call, 

^V^lile yet for peace their llerald treats 
And “ Peace !*’ is shouted throiigh the street.^. 
And now St. Alban's monks de&ry 
A shoiyer of arrows falling nigh 
To Key's Field, o'er that barrier- lane. 

Where the besiegers strive in vain 
To burst into the guarded town ; 

While doubling and redoubling come 
Tlie trumjiet’s shriek and roH of drum, 
And«shouts that rage and liarock own. 

XXVI. 

In street below raged to 'and fro. 

In wild disorder, mcn-at-artis ; 

And heralds soundingjoud alarms ; 

And knights, close iN^ed from head to toe. 
Uncertain where to meet the foe ; 

W'hom, thopgh they heard, they might not 
For houses and Bor orchard-tree. 

Till signal from St. Alban's tower 
Pointed where pressed the Mireatening power. 
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Then Somerset^ with bnef cominand> 

* In order ranged each ’wildered band. 

The noblest and the bravest stood . 

By the East barrier, near the wood. 

That led to Sope well's Priory, 

Where watched, in sad consistory, 
That fair and trembling sisterhood ; 

For thence tlie loudest turmoil came. 

But noble chiefs and knights of fame 
C'rowded St. Peter's high broau way, 
Where tlitnr liege-loril* King Henry, lay. 
xxvn. 

And soon from other quarters blew 
Clarion and trump without thi walls ; 
But even on tower t|^*y had scant view 
Of those whose 'larum thus appals. 
Those sounds called every fo<ll*to’climb 
To battlement and tower sublime. 

Then not a brother stayed below, 

Whom age did not forbid to go ; 

Or who around the shrine kept ward ; 
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Or sonue sad priest^ at Chantiy-tomb, 

Saying long Obits in the 

Pale with expectance of his doom ; 

While, listening to dread sounds abroad, 

His station in the aisle denied 
To view the course of battle- tide : 

And oft the blast in turret' nigh 
Mocked his impatience with it*s sigh. 

As if some whispering friend drew near 
To share with him his half-told fear. 

^ XXVIII., ^ 

Fiercer and fiercer rose the bray. 

Till, every shrine (save Alban's) left. 

The chantry of it’s priest bereft, 

The silent dead forsaken loy. 

Even he, who, worn with last niglit's tfratch. 
Would fain some little Slumber snatch. 

Now startled by the trumpet’s breath, 
Calling as with the voice of death. 

Uprose and sought the turret gyey, 

That eastward o'er the Chancel lay. 

The strength of battle presstd that way. 
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Tins little watch-nook iiimg in air 
O’er the great windo^^f the Shrine, 
Forming a canopy most fair 
For the carved cell and image tine. 

That knelt with upward aspect there — 

St. Clement, in his fretted cove. 

The namesake of the Monk above. 

This Tjattled summit seemed his "crown, 
Who had for ages knelt tliereon, 

Seeming to feel with those Wlow, 

Whose choral voices, murmuring slow 
Hound those sad mansions of the dead, 
Would strive a saintly peace to shed, 

XXIX. 

While Cletuent thus hih fears oln^yed. 

And sought this barbiciui so high — 

This raven's nest so ncrf^ t^e sky — 

JMore awful rose tJi? battl#cry ; 

Steel clashed, and trump and clarion brayed. 
It seemed as though the deafening sound 
Rose straight l)elow on Abliey-ground ; 

Hut distant was the place of war. 

Beyond the Eastern barrier, 
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And partial seen^ by glimpse aloof» 

O'er many a high an<f croBlded roof; 

For thwart the Abbey stretched tlie way 
Of Holywell, and screened the fray. 

Yet was Duke Richard’s farther host 
In spreading shock of battle traced. 

By tlie near, iHiseen, impulse tossed. 

Like circles from’ a centre chaced- 

XXX. 

And o'er this sw’aying oV the storm. 
Incessant hissed the viewless form 
Of arrows, shadowng the air. 

Or lightning glance of hurled ipear t 
While keen, below, the restless rays 
Of shield and casque and corslet blaze ; 

And Kty's Field broad displayed the ppurse 
Of Richard's and of Warwick's force. 
Neville of Salisbury ftnght nei^, 

Unseen, close at the barrier ; 

But firm-set pike and arroww shower 
Failed to make passage for his power; 

For aged Clifford stemmed hk wav. 

And scattering, as he went, dismay. 
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Fired young and agedjt knight and lord, 

And every band that held o sword. 

XXXL 

But whence the shouts so thrilling now ? 

Why do the townsmen,«Dn each roof. 

Rise earnestly, even on the toe. 

And rashly hurry to and fro. 

As if on level ground they •go,- 
And mount the chimney-tops aloof, 

And bend far o*er the deptii below ? 

Those ridgy rools and chimneys tall, 

Crov/ded uitli headi> like leaves on tree, 

From Clement’s anxi^i^gaze hid all 
He climbed this lofty perch to see. 

But soon the arrows fell so near. 

The gazers shrunk below with fear, 

And left each sumu^it-station plcar ; 

He then, in safe and ahrouded nook. 

Upon the place of war could look. 

XXXII. 

I 

There yet a narrow Green is sb#wn, 

That eastward runs beMnd the town — 
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The place where Richard pitched his tent ; 
Small part of the broad apace^ that wcnt^ 
By naxhc of Key’s Field ; close it bent 
To Sopewell lanesn The barrier nigh 
Did long the enemy defy. 

The princely Somerset fought here ; 

And^ had his spirit e'er known fear, 

TlAt fear it would iH»t now4kave o^vned, 
For here no fateful castle frouTied ; 

And well he knew the prophecy, 

That under castle he must die." 

While the stress lay round tKip^Wriiter, 
(Clifford within and York!|fc&iiout ) 

So often swerved fh* assailing rout, 

That Richard’s overthrow' seemed nt^r ; 
But wdi(.> ’gainst secret aid is sure ? 

What force gainst trencher}’ niuy endure r 

O’er beds of peaceful flowers he came. 

The Knight who flew to Richard's need. 
With helm anej^sh^d on barbed steed ; 
Onward he pressed, aMitjpm^t speed. 
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Glared on his lance tl^*red war-flame, 

Knights and spearme^fast succeed. 

On full six hundred helms appeared" ' 

His badge in gold or silver wrought — 

A rampant bear, with utaff uprear'd. 

And this the boastful tale it told — 

“ He wins whom I uphold !** 

Fierce ^\'as tlie trumpet% bli!st-^-the war-cry burst ; 

A Warwick ! a Warwick I Warwick is here !’* 

In Holy'vell road he was the first 

Wliere valia^iy^ He Clifford kept barrier. 

Though grey bfl locISti'li] his cap of steel, 

Vet a hero’s fire {||P«d in his eye ; 
llis spirit glowed for liis country’s weal ; 

" III Henry cause may I live or die I” 

XXXIV. 

‘ I\Iy Lord De Clifford, War^vick’s foe ’ 

Warwick calls on you now to sJiow', 

Why inect’st thou not the ragged staff r 
riie Bear Wuld fain thy life-blood quaff. 

Hast thou forgot thy jlaring ta|uiW 

riiat thou through lifttemVHteos would'st haunt? 
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My liord De Clifford ! here tiva I, 

Avouch thy boasts, or it deny !" 

Soon his voice De Clifford heard> 

No halt made he for tauntincr word. 

But cheered the knights of his command. 
And rushed to meet him hand to hand. 
Strong as Disdain his well-nerved arm, 
Lfoyal his heart, all true" andl^warm , 

He sprang to meet his mighty ft>e ; 

Who vainly boasts let^’^this day show ! 
Where was his son at this dread hou«^ 
When Rage and iSatred oVr him lour ? 
He lights not in his father’s ; 

Afar he holds some high command. 

But numbers round De Clifford fouglit. 
Who Daiger’s vanmost herfH‘s sought : 
Whom zeal and reverence and pricle 
Held close embattled al lus side. 

XJ^XV. 

When Clement from his post looked down 
Close on this quarter of the tuwn^ 

And viewed the fateful |ppi|oti there, 
Scarci^ could his mr\untin4^ suirit bear 
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To loiter here, seciu^p and free. 

While cries for doubtful victory 

Pjerced to the very vault of air 

But monks below, on battlement, 

# ^ 

Who watched how the ^erce cont^t went. 
Of these, scarce one but blessed the day 
When he to Abbey took his way. 

And bound himself to slKin tdl battle-fray. 

XXXVI. 

Hark 1 Warwick hath burst*the barrier. 
And in the sur||e of combat there, 

Whicli rolled not oi4 hut to and fro. 
Alternate swayed for Iwnd and foe, 

^]ach individual form was lost, 

So minified waS^that mighty host. 

No eye inij^ht now* De Clifford trace, 

Nor ea^T W arwick’s lofty grjice ; 

Yet knew where each tlie conriict held 
By fall of diorse and crush of shield. 

And oh ! what miiiglM sounds arose 
Above the trumpet'^ hercest^lU 
The yell of havock — $hricki|^ woes 
Of matrons, from the lattteed wall. 
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Watdiing unseen in houses nigh. 

Who view a son, or husband full. 

And under trampling charger lie. 

In deep, expiring^ agony •’ 

XXXV 1 1> 

Now arrows thickening in the air. 

With hiss incess^nti shrill, and near, 

W arned from each c^en battlement 
The crowding monks that o'er it hefit 
But Clement, in his turret-cell. 

From evil hap was slidtered well ? 

Yet wounded wasi^lbis siglit by flow 
Of human blooil in steams below. 

Not so the raven*& oVr hia^^eaif, 

As mute lie watched the sl.iughtered‘, 
Unse«fi companion ! ^terll and >»ly. 
Waiting his banquet of tlic dead, 
Impatient while the d \ iug die I 
xxxviii. 

And now, behold the barrier-giTard 
Pressed back into the rising street . 
Wher6 houses hide th^ slow reti^t 
From Clement's view, though hitherward 
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The rage of war came hearer still ; 

For, on this steeply-mounting hill 

The Abbey stood, part screened below' 

By wall and gate and orchard-bough. 

* • 

And, wld|e afar bold Warinck's force 

Beyond tlip barrier he could watch, 

* 4 • 

Yet might our Clement sparely catch 
Glimpse of the^nearer battle's course. 

At times g’er wall, or waving branch, 
Appeared liigh plume on helmed brow, 

'j* A" 

Or iron |iaud upraised to launch 
The battle axe, or sabre blow;^ 

Tiie tlireitened blow he well nii^t see, 
Lilt uot it’s fateful certaimy ; 

A falling horseman he might spy, 

Or a freed cliarger passing by. 

Or warrior bleeding on the grfinnd, 

% 

Even just withouUthe Abbey’s round. 

XXXIX. 

llie battle's strength^ still slowly pressed 
Up Holywell, on Warwick's side. 

When Clement from hi^ se^t nest 

Heard 'laruras new and shoutings, wide ; 
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And looking northward^ whence tfailr course 
He marked a troop of Henryks horse 
Led on by Percy's self, at speed : 

Tliey came at Clifford's utmost ]ieed> 

^^’'ith fierce and threatening cries afiur,^ 

And checked awhile the tide of war. 

'Twas Percy of Northumberland, 

« * 

Rode vaninost of the gallant band : 

’ S' ^ 

And Buckingham and Stafford’s earl 
Led >vhere the crimson Hags unfurl ; 

And many a knight and baron bold. 

In battle and in honc^rs old> 

And many a y^outh^ %Tho but that mom 
Had first his knightly emblems worn. 

XL. 

To Clement it was dreadful sight. 

This press of noble chief and knight ; 

For now more deadly raged the fip^it. 

And here the place of war outs])read, 
Showed him their armour streaming red. 
And almost every’' wound, that 
And doM^n the charger's panting side 

A. 

He marked the gul»hing slaughter^tide I 
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III ^ain the slutfliille ghards his iace> 

Or neck |h^ mailed mainfaire shields^ 
Or breast-plftte filh it's ample tip%ce ; 
Such gai:^ture poor shelter yidds. 

XLI. 

King Henley’s bravest warriors move. 
Great Warwick’s hardiness^ to prove. 
While, closely ’Or^cd by foeman*s spear, 
The wouqded coursers plunge and rear, 
With outspread nostrils raised in air. 
And iiery eyes, that shoot despair ; 

Tliey trample back the crowd ^jeliind, 
Wlio, upward on the steep hill forced, 
i^ress other troops in street cotiiined ; 

Then chargers fafl, and men unhorsed 
O’er their ov’ii dead and dying go, 

a 

Nor horror, nor v.»ven pity kmAv, 
Conscious of noug]|t but hate and strife, 
Reckless of quickly-ebbing life, 

Fighting on fiKit ’gaiust horse and lance, 
Meeting in vain their foe's advance ; 

Till, on the Iieaped aii^ namelesil dead. 
They reach their final gory Sed. 
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XLll. 

Now otier trumpets^ ^own witli 

Norths East^ and WSt^ spoke triple fight ; 

» 

But loudest strains fweUed from the way 
Where their liege-lord, Ifing Hepry,1ay* 

York himself the hazier burst, 

Au^ on St. Pieter’s Green was firtt. 

And now, on summit bf the toum^ 

Where stood Queen Ellen’s shrine alone. 

King Henry's troops zgake 'their firm staud 
As if each man thougl|t his sole hand 
Fought on that spot for the^whole land. 

And from that summit of the town, 

On the four main- wart looking down. 

At every bar, save one, they see 
The archers of th% enemy ; 

And crowding helms, and ill-spurred horse, 
Trampling o’erAhe new-fallen ooiae, 

And forcing back each barrier-guard. 

Mount where that Shrine bad lopg kept solemn ward# 

XLIII. 

Tfist Shrine, wher^Si^lence wont to dwell, 

« 

And listen to the breathing spell 
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Of midni^t hymn ^ the lone psalm 
Of monk tlms wooing the soiujp^calnr^ 

Or the long sweep'of tdnter’s 
Like Bigh of |||iBknbodl^ apind f 
Or winter wind, or sninmer shower 
ffalling onl^ves of Abl)#|^-bdwer . 

That shrine of 'fidward's lastmg Jove, 

Where reverend a^etts alone might move. 

Which evfery eye with tears 
While every head it*8 homagef^aid. 

Where, tej^erest thoughta stilf hpvered round. 

And gentid visions hless^ the ground. 

Wearing Queen Ellen’s mien and smile again, 

Who sucked the venom from her husband's vein. 
XLIV. 

Upon the steep of Holywell, 

The strife of death had ceased to swell ; 

’T\im filled with »ayer and with slain, 

And there alone did Warwidk reign : 

Yet slowly moant US conquering train 
For hardly may they make thieir.,^y. 

So heaped tlie hleeding^bodias lay. 
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Even tlie war-horse, when near the dead. 
Trembles before the life-stream red ; 

Bristles his liorror-lifted mane ; 

His tossing nostrils speak his pain. 

Still, with distorted side-long leer. 

He views the object of his fear : 

At last his shuddering feet upreor, 

At hivSt the spur assaiLs in vain. 

The warrior on his baek feels less. 

Though better might that warrior know 
The signs of suffering lE^^d woe, 

And his own doubtful fortune guess. 

But ]>oor ambition, thouglitless pride. 

Bear him, scarce moved, through battle’s tide. 

XLV. 

Then Clement left his ravcn-ncNt, 

And to a Saxon turret pressed 

That o*er nortliern transept rose. 

Where all around Queen Kllen’s bier 
He wide might view, and all might hear. 

Even till the battle’s close. 

As he approached that turr’jt-stair, 

a 

Lone were the Shrinks and Chantries near ; 
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No sliadowed form on 6/fa s aisle 
Stoic o’er the drear length of the pile. 

But all so hushed the Iceiie beneath. 

It seemed the hall and throne of Death. 

XLVI. 

Clement li.vl gained the turret-flcK>r, 

And j)ressed the massy oaken diM»r : 
Siirj)rised he found himself among 
The Abbot and a younger throng 
Of monks, whose sight could pierce afi\r. 
And tell the varying tide of war. 

From their full window he witlidreu’. 

And to the sister-turret hied, 

Ihiat looked c*n the same northern view. 

(’oininanding o’er it far and wide ; 

Here — though a crowd of ln»oded lK\ads 
Darkened tlie double Saxon arch, 

Fled from high tower and open leads/— 
Mere might he watch the battle’s march 

XLVIl. 

h'rom blessed Peter’s tower on liigli 
To Ellen’s shrine of sangtitv. 
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No thwarting roof«tops then concealed 
The broad way of that fateful field. 

The long green vista ^|ptclitd belaw. 
Straight as an arrow from a bow. * 

There, close around th^ ancient tower, 
Ince^iUnt fell the arrow^^showor ; 

O’er graves and charnel vaults it flew. 

It cleared the streets in 

Duke Richard's self, commanding there,* 

Had. forced the nortlil?rn barrier ; 

Wagpl war o'er the long-buried dead 
And bjjood uj>on their homes had sl)ed< 
And many a youthful warrior brave, 

In his first armour dressed. 

Fought even uj>on his very grave, 
ilis inorro\fCs final rest. 

XLVIII. 

‘From tliat tower the broad way 
Was thronged with Henry’s bands. 
Close pressing where their monarch Ia\ , 
And where lus banner, flowing gay, 
Richard's full force ti itlii^tunds. 
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Clement could not De Clifford see, 

Nor Somerset’s high blazonry ; 

But Buckingham*# pal^lun|| he knew, 
AiKHiis white armour’s sj^verj hue ; 

And, while he gazed, he saw^fHihn bow, 

Tlien rise Mild totter in li^^^seat, 

And rein his charger to retrwt. 

A shaft has pi#^e(^ his iron brow ; 

Me sinks to earth ; the dark streams How. 

xnix. 

Stafford, his noble son, fought near, 

But saw no^wheii his father fell ; 

And soon the battle's onward jswell 
Cliccked, though not turned, his own career, 
vain tin* terrors of his spear, 

•* , jf 

A fatal dart his gaunt Jet caught ; 

’ 1 was pain, not danger*, as he thought. 

And, heedless of tliat^jiaii^vhe fought 
Till, fainting with the bleeding wound , 

Me falls on henchmen piessing round, 

\V ho bear him senseless frOm the ground. 


vot. III. 


HI 
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L. 

But, yonder, on St. Peter’s way, 

^ With long sweep and^sistless sway. 

Tlie surge of battle rolls along, 

And threatens eveu-the household throng, 
Wh» watch ^their King, Uiis fateful day. 
And now, bejiold his banner there 
Bow low and totter in the air ; 

And nenvj from forth ^his guarded hall, 

St. Alban's lofty Seil'escbul, 

And Henry’s self, appear. 

Yvi feebly did the King advance. 

As l>ending to some dire mischance. 

His vizor close, his sword in hand, 

And guarded by a iitd^le band 
And crowds of demi-lance. 

BI, 

He mounted on his batlle-hor^e. 

But turned him from the Init tie’s course. 

Or would hav(‘ turned ; the, warrior ste* il 
Nliowed daring high fur other dt*%fxl. 

Iv<»ng did his stubborn ne^'E disdain 
To bend him /nun the trumpet’s strain. 
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With prancing foot and curvet high, 

With spurning heel and arching mane, 

He battled still the guidftig rein. 

He would have l)orne Ws lord away, 

And plunged him in the thliikest fray, 

But that a friend, though loth to yield. 

With strong arm bore him frbm the field. 

lAl, 

Yet hardly through the gorj» street, 

So thick the dead and dying lay, 

(/ould the guard lind a safe retreat 
F<»r Henry, or pass on their way. 

Then Lancaster's sad Iieart sunk low, 

111 could he br(M>k such sight of woe ; 
Shuddering he turned asidi^'fcis head, 

While his steed stepped among the dead ; 
But still t(» his averted eyes 
Other grim shapes., horror rise, 

And " Peace, O! blessed Peace," h^ cried ; 
While knights, who tt'arded at his side. 
Could scarce restrain their rising pride. 

^ 2 
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And. Vhen their lord secure might lie. 
Swore round his Rose to live, or diii||» 

Mil. 

And had our sovereign lady/ Dame 
Margaret, the Queeti,^ been here. 

Her cheek had crimsoned o'er with shame 
To view her^iusband’s fear; 

Though sorrow' and disease oppressed 
* The |friucely spirit in Ills breast*. 

Xot thus she dec?, w hen second war 
Dyed Alban’s fi<i|d with blood, 

But. high on l*ictory's iron car, 

* RiLshed througli tlie purple flood. 

Bht pity tempen*d not her ire ; 

p'' 

No tedr-droj» dewed h6r eye of hre ; 

No hallowed fear her. conscience lield, 

Nor piety her jiroud heart cpielled ; 

These viruic , that ambition tlninrt. 

Drew' not ujia||lier course tne rein ; 
Brought not the jiiiuse — the second thought, 
That passion’s imjmlse^inay rt*strain : 
Rapid and fierce. she pres.seil her way. 
'Plough Truth and ]VIl‘rcy bleeding lay 



OAY OF THE FIRST BAT%f,E. 197 


So, Gloucester, thy red grave might tell, 

When mournedytor thee St. Alban's knell. 

LIV^ * 

Danger, when braved, like coward flies. 

And safety, sought, oft wayward hies ; 

And this King Henry's heart, was taught, 

Even while he humble shelter svugbt. 

For, ere he reached a cottage-wall. 

An arrow-jirouiid had made Juin fall, 

But that Ills bund close round hioipiiiPong, 

And bear him on his steed along ; 

And, wounded, bleeding, fainting, slow, 

A thatched roof shrouds a Monarch’s woe. 

LV. 

Ileturn we now to Ellen's shrine, 

Where, thronging through the four street- ways, 
Ensigns and ]>luines still wav\t and shine. 

And falchions fl|ish and helmets blaze, 

And fights of arrows dim the air. 

Rattling like h^l. 

On shield and mail, 

In chorus with the war^houts there. 
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Aiid still, where blessed Peter"* s tower 
(yerlooked Plautagenet’s diief pow||r> 

Still, in Sir Philip Wentworth’s care. 

Proudly tlu* Boyal BaiineiT stood. 

But now, while onward swept the flood, 

That standard trembled in the air, 

And foremost lied ^he^traitor-knight. 

Sworn to maintain tlmt banner's right. 

He ftetl, witlumt a single wound. 

He fled, andcimidt on jthe ground ! 

Then, sc*arcc opposed, York s special guard 
Made dreadful havock down tlie str4*et ; 

•And, though below their way was barred, 

’Twas there tMdr whole force thronged to meet. 

VI, 

Long did the noblAt of the Ian||^ 

Hound Ellen's mournful bier withstand 
The triple-guided force 
Of Warwick, York, and SulUbury ; 

Oh ! it was dreflWfuI truth to^ee 
Tlie battle press it's course 
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Up every way to that Hgh place^ 

Wliere> crushed into a narrow space^ 

The band of heroes fought 
For him, who meekly wpre the croWn 
From sire and grandsire given down, 

By his own will unsought. 

It was a gallant, mournful sight , 

To see those warriors few 
Die for tlnypause which thcy^ thought right, 

— Allegiance they thought due. 

LVII. 

And now the rumour faintly spread. 

That Henry wounded was, and Hed ; 

Nay, lay in humble cottage dead. 

Then first his faithful knights knew droful. 

But, transient w'aMuch sense oAvoe, 

And, Vengeance ! Victory !V they cried ; 

His son shall triumph, though hfe died/' 

Ricliard of York, the %iiile, had soufi^ht 
Where the King MPOunded lay. 

And soon to his lowToof was brought. 

And claimed the priz£ of that fierce day. 
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soa 

Henry, tliciigh captive, theiiT might aee 
His conqueror on l>ending knee, 

" With feigneS and Iwld pretence. 
Protesting trutnand reveryice. 

In wily words, with jMKir cUH'eit, 

York said he never nieunt him- ill ; 
That he hud onlyiirimul t<» meet 

Those foes, whose dark, ainl^itifuis will 
Had ruled his councils^ and thivrealin, 
And shortly would his throne <»'er\vhelm. 
But now. tlioso enemies overthrown. 

If Hertry would their acts disfwvn, 

And rule the Kiiglish land alone. 

His true liege-flm>ject he would j)rove. 
And heno^c^i only seek his love. 

I.VIJI. 

And thus swore all York’s subtle baiuT ; 
But. adding still ti new demand. 

They claimed to guard thel^iiig from foe- 
Lrest evil council should disp<^;e 
His virtuous will to vengeful dt‘ed 
And, by retaliation, k*ad 
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To futulf discontentj||ind woe. 

-A ‘ • 

Now, this urged Richard's subtle tram ; 
And^further safety to maintain/' 

Tliey asked he on the morn woii|||pgo 
To London, in their duteous care, 

And chboae with them a council fair. 

nix- 

And thus, with humble look and word 
The Ouke bis loftier hope deferred. 
Though t^ictory was on his* side. 

He secretly might o\vn, 

Time*had not brought on the spring-tide 
Might bear him to the throne. 

To win this venturous battle- clayl 
Such arts had now been tried 
As could not claiin continued swav-i 
Nor lo&g'liis fortune guide! 

But, for tlie moment gratified, 

He left to future hoi^ his claim, 

That surer he might work his aim ; 

And therefore did he lowly bow\ 

Though victor, to his capti^ now. 

K 5 
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i.x. 

* V 

Soon did fair speech King Henry gaioj 
While his heart, filled with gticf 
For others jeopttfdy and paiii^ 

In words now sought relief. 

“ Spare, spare my ]'eople*s blo<»d/* lie said;^ 
“ This moment bid the slaughter rest,^ 
My shall then by your’s be led^ 

Jly pardon take for all the past. 

Lead me within the Abbey walls ; 

This scene of bl<K»d my heart a]>pals 
LXI. 

Straight, ^^"a^^vick bade tli<‘ earnnge cefLse, 

And bleedmg strife was huslied in peace. 
m 

That fateful moment who mav paint ! 

Meet Instartt for the joy of .saint^! 

The sword upraised withheld the blovr/' 
That might have hrothrr low. 

Then/ sire and s<m, in arimn^ ehLS|ied, 
While almost each the <itlier grasped. 

And strove against the other’s life, 

Heard the low ^irain«. tliat stills the strife. 
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They paill^e ; the ste^le^^teask they raise ; 
They gaze ; they s^dder^ and they praise 
The song of Peace is on the air. 

Her snovvy signal gating there * 

One moment stopped the woe prepared^ 
And deatli> remorse, and horror spared. 

Oh ! may that saintly moment be 
Enshrined in kigh eternity ; 

And there to blessed Henry give 
Such iov of p€»ace as he bade live ! 


END OF THE TiilKU CANTO. 
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Now to St. Alban's shrine was lecl 
The captive King wKh royal guard ; 
While Richard at his^^e kept ward. 
And Men-at-arms, witli stately tread, 
Encompassing about him went, 

Beneath the Abbey's battlement. 

But, who King Henr]^woes may tell, 

As 1^ padi^'Vi the blood-stained wav , 
Where half his gallant nobles fell. 

And yet untouchi^tlfl^vfsred lay. 

Scarce cold, upon the goajy heap. 

Fixed in their last, unbreathing sleej) ! — 
The friends, who on tbis very morn. 

Since when but few brief hours had sped. 
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Had high sway in his <tStincil borne ; 

Who bent with him the thoughtful head ! 
Whose • — 

Now, ever closed their earthly dream ; 

All vanished, like a phantom’s gleam ; 

The veil withdrawn — ^the vision Hed ! 

11 . 

The Abbot at th# Abbey-gate 

The victor and the vanquished met ; 

Anddthence, with bands in fofmal march. 

And monks arranged in long, 

Led to the farthest eastern arch, 

With mourning chant from the full throng ; 
Where Henry, on St. Alban’s tomb. 

Sought to disperse his mental 'ipDom. 

HI. 

Such Vision stili is seen to moujm, 

When evening-twilight 
13y him, who on that day’s vfCorn 
Stands silent by these walls — 

The vanquished vSire, the victor;^CJhief, 

The mitred Abbot pale in years. 
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Whose cheek seems furrowed o'er by grief, 
Aid sanctified by Pity's tears> 

The pious fathers, side by side, 

And the whole ,Convent*s choral pride ; 
Three times beneath the Chancel's gloom, 
They move around St. Alban's tomb. 
Through open arclies tlmt appear. 

As once they wont above th^ biei*!^ 

But, when the dream lias passed away, 
Close, and are seen aS at this day. 

IV. 

It is a strange and fearful sight— 

The Vision of that dreary night ! 

— To watdi those shadows crowding by, 
Each moving in Ills ordered place, 
lAke livili^ form, with deathly face. 
Distinct, and busy' to the eye. 

With gesture true of solemn rite ; 

Yet not a whisper heard, the while. 

Of step, or voice, upon the aisle ; 

— It is a strange alld fearful sight ! 
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V. 

But other scene, on that midnight, 

Has shook the sexton with affright, 

While passing o'er the glimmering iwve. 
By the dim flame his lanthom gave. 
Sudden, on eacli low tomb around, 

A bleeding bier has seemed^ to rest, 
Where stern in Seath a warrior frowned. 
With funeral watch-light <»'er his crest. 
Where'er the old man turned his view. 
Has seemed such face of Inftd hue. 

But fee*l)le age has fancies strange ! 

Youth may, on that same midnight, range 

Hirough choir and aisle, and nothing see, 

* 0 ’’ 

Save Norman arch and gjillery, 

And the brass-bounden grave of him, 

Who sang the warrior's dying h\'mn. 

q’ 

But, leave we now suclf idle dfeam, 

To mind the past, yet real theme. 

VI. 

Low at St. Alban’s tomb they Icnelt, 

The Conqueror and his King, 
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The ^Monarch hushed the pdng he felt ; 

Nor did^the victor sing 
Memorial for the battle won. 

But, decent, mourned the slaughter done. 

. Then solemn, from the Cli'oir below. 

The hynyi of Vespers rose, 

And, while meek Henry's tears fast flow, 
Breathed balm upon his ^i(k?s ; 

But, transient was the sad re|Kise : — 

It ended wdth the Wsju'fs' close ! 

VII. 

Just where the King did lowly bend, 

Lay Gloucester in lii'^ grave ! 

His truest counsellor and friend, 

Whom yet he failed to save 
From Margaret’s hate and Beaufort’s guile, 
All unsuspicious hd, the while. 

Of the fell hatred that th?H' hare 

His kinsmail^arHl their murderous snare. 

And of his own progressive fate. 

Had good Duke Humjilirey ruled, state. 
His truth had been bis iSovereign’s shield 
Gainst treason*, ojien, or concealed. 
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Good Gloucester slept within this space. 

And Henry, sufferer in his place, 

Stood o*er his grave, in sanctuary 
From his own rebel soldiery ! 

Oh ! who may dare unfold 

The darkening thouglits that oVr liis spirit rrjPed, 
And from his memory ^hreatened.soon to s^^'eep 
All })aler records of long years, that weep; 

While, thus a ca|)tive, with Ips foe he bent 
Silent oUjr bleeding (irloucester's monument, 
vui. 

When service in the Ohoir %vas o'er, 

The Monarch and his train 

Passed piwvaid to the cloister-door. 

Led by the Abbot, Us bef<»re. 

With the full chagnted strain, 

To rest in royal chambers nigh, 

" 1* 

The honoured Abbot’s guarded guest, 

Beneath the velvet canopy, 

Whose couch he oft iif peace had j)ressed. 

How different ^l^is present state 
From that he once had knojvn, 



8T. alburn's ABBRV. 


sid 

When Westminster proclaimed his fate 
Was Fi^ce and England's throne ; 
When, passing from the tapers' glare. 
Just cunil>ered with Ms crown of care, 
With infant smile he laughed ti> see 
Such, crowds and blaze of pageantry J 

IX. 

Ah ! had he dimly then perceived 
The ^ecK^t of the gift received, 

Stained with the blood of former times 
And thickly set with deadly crimes, 

'' Gleaming with woes and passions dire 
Froin 'mid Ambition's smouldering tire 
How had he shrunk, aiA wished to lie 
In shades of quiet privacy ! 

And, ere he wore it fur his own. 
Renounced at once his father's crown. 
Now, all it's terrors blazed, confest, 
And ^<^ace for ever left his breast. 

Yet might he not his path retrcad|^ 
And giipe from his anointed head 
The diadem his fathers ga^'e. 

Which fixed him for a party's Slave. 
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X- 

Hard was the heart, and stern the mind, 

• % 

And to it's own contentment blind. 

That could unloose a kyigdom s woes. 
Within that painful crown conhned. 

While firm it circled Henry's brows ; 

That could a selfish, slimibering right 
House from it’s lair in Time's dim night ; 

Cry ** Havock !” and pursue t^^e prey 
But for Ambition's holiday 1 
Hard was the heart, and dark the mind I 
Such his, who Henry’s path beside 
Marched where the con vent- train inclined, 
Beneath the Transept’s vaulted pride. 

XI. 

AndPthus was rangeij the stately march, 
When the King passed the Trj^sept-arch ■ 
On his right-hand the Abbot walked, 

Mitred anl^in his cope of gold. 

The pious mo^rch's gift of old ; 

And oil his left^uke Richard stalked. 
Straight from the place <jf war came he. 

Nor moment spared his casque, to free ; 
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Aloft the white plume proudly rose. 

But soi^ with criuis(»u Avere it s snows, 

And Henry paid a bitter teaj 
For rfery gore-drop speaking there. 

Beneath, the lion-passant crest 
His royal lineage professed ; 

And vizor up might darkly show 
The meaning of his anxious brow ; 
WhiledRichard’s form and stately graci*, 

His stature higli. and miirtial pace, 

Decisive loA, and eye of fire, 

Steai^*, though keen, and cjuick and dire, 
Gave contrast to King Henry’s air. 

Who, wail from wo^x4l^ from grief and cure, 
Gloved with unequaitjatep and sh>w, 

With MT»ari(»d countenance of n oe, 

And weeping, uplifted eye 
Of meeknesif%nd of piety. 

\rj. 

The reverend father, by his’^side, 

Tliough pale and bcnved w ith dibif and age, 
Still showed an a»|>ect dignified, 
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A look of mildly-tempered pride^ 

Such as doth love and awe engage. 

As some tall arch, in fretted state, 

Left lonely *mi(l the wrecl;;^ of fate, 

Though perished be each gorgeous stain 
That coloured high the storied pane ; 
Though broken be the moulded iin^ 

That flowed with grandeur of design ; 
Though shades of many a hoary year 
^^'ith lights of silver grey are there ; 

Th’ awakened mind yet more suppliesi^ 
Than Time has stolen from our eyes ; 

And o’er tlie ruin’s desert space, 

'riiat art’ll, throws high and slUdowy grace, 
tV'raps ns in pleasures almost lioly 
( >f reverence, love and melandiolv. 

XIII. 

Tiirough the great cloister pa^ed the frain. 
Where the ^rved trefoil windows glowed 
W’ith many a rich illumined |]ane, 

By linng Wheifehampstede bi^ston ed. 
Large was the verdant jilain wijhin. 

High the arched walks encompassing. 
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Notr darkened was that long- stretched way 
With AlBan*^ hundred monks ; though gay 
In scarlet copes went Chancellor^ 
noble Steward, Seneschal, 

And oflicers in the rich pall 
They wore on solemn festival ; 

111 snowy state, each Chorister, 
Chaunting^before the mournful King, 

Till ‘he had reachtyl that guarded door, 

■* •» 

WherOf* tall and light, the arches soar 
That lift tl# Chapter's vaulted ring. 

XIV. 

Then part the King and priestly band, 
Who, in long line, on^ikber hand 
Bend lowly, as he ni|||res along. 

Smiling upon the covi^ed tlirong. 

To the last murmu> of their song. 

Still marche#"I>uke Richa^ at bis side, 
And still the Abbot was his guide. 

A different train recced tire guest, 

Soo9 as he moved from his short 
Soldiers, with helm and ]»ke arrrayed, 
hined the long walk of cloister-shade, 
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That lay between thfe a\)bey aisle 
And royal lodge^ a stately pile. 

A royal homage still they paid 

In the meek hymn the trumpets played. 

How felt the King, when close he viewe^d 
Hands drenched witli his good people's blood. 

And looks that said they held in ward, 

And still would hold, tffeir sovereign lord ! 

XV. 

In the King's Parlour wiutea now 


Poor banquet, served in saddest m(||d, 
Where pages round their monarch bow, 
And caj)tive knights indignant stood, 

'To view their injured Kii^lSfeitow 

« 

His speech upon his subtle ||p, 

Wlio wrought this day of blood and woe. 
With starting tear of gratitud^ 

And pitv, good King Henry vi^^ved 
His faithful servants near him stand. 


And here attend — a i^isonii^band. 
Not Richard’s^nth, nor courtesy. 
Had placed them here^,but policy. 



lOB, ^T.’ 


An^i^enry, thoj^ no| thns d^lWiv«|, 
Sadi art iastead of truth lAeivo^. 
Sllilnot for him the was^iUbowl^ 


Stj^e not the luinstrel-strlag ; 
Thoe^ioay^t o*er his saddened soul 
, f Thf^ brief delirium fling : 

Fdr he has passed^ among the dead, 

And Truth’s great iossoii there has read, 
i^fronx eaira face the mask slie drew. 
Am shoiwAa what phuntomi} we pursue ! 
Vghil^llyB^lyanderiDg troubled eye, 

rtdfeful progress seemed one sigh I 

XVI. 

'Bat short repose the^lmi[UOt gave, 

'*" * <■* 

firo*. Warwick I’lul I/M^alisbary^crave 

Aud^oe of liirn they jtill call King 


And many a wily gu.'?8t they bring. 

Straight fropi ttie field tbiy^me in haste, 
infcritied^on aD points to the last. 

Noit' to the CouUcil-rj||||^ repaired, 
vWi||h hiu^sed uiin^ their woun<|||||| Lord, 
"^(Jiydgu ids pirdous^ &ndj^wr^ 

The tmttdr^> w ho his life jei spared. 
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The Abbot to Camber drew 
(His heart to Henry tjrae) 

To gain a quiet pause> though sad>— 

Percifance an unseen tea^ to shed^ 

And lift his thoughts where oft they fleft 

XVII. 

Then order to the Steward went, • 

That hospitf^lc cheer 
Should to the Abbey gates be<sent 
Of bread and meat and beer ; 

An4 to each soldier, iriend or foe. 

Dole from buttery-hatch should go ; 

But other store of food was small : 

• 

For thoujuinds thronged in wall, 

\nd every townsman’s l>oard||||i8 spread 
For victor, or for conquered. ||| 

Now, at each postern and low ghte. 

The Monks dispense uqjj^], that wait. 

What fare they may : but, who can show 
The groups tlat, gathering bjftrw. 

Now stood benetfb the revereiid tower. 

Emblems of battled blelding hear? 

VOh, III. ^ L 
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Waff were their features^ fierce, Ibhoi^h faint 
From toil and hunger and <if8Uiay, 

Just 'scaped with life the deadly fray ; 

Theif o'erstrained muscles quivered still ; 
"Their eager eyes, suspecting ill, 

Werfe watchful yet of all around. 

Even on this cons^tecrated ground. 

The brokeH^armour's crimson sheen 
Showed w^t the owner's lot had been ; 
These grimly did the cap of steel 
Djint "of strong battle-axe reveal, 

Or cuirass, liearing sign of spear. 

Proved Death had t^eatened entrance here* 
All were so changed wth dust and gore, 
Thek nearest friend^ad passed them o’er ; 
And their strange,, ndb and Uroken tone. 
Not vife, nor courted lass had known. 

XV 111 

While thus beneath St. Alban’s shade. 
Panting, these band*^ Harock stayed. 
Round crowded porch and ])oste«i nigh. 
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I 

Some outstretched on^the groves are kid, 

On lower wall some rest the head, 

They ne’er again may hold on high. 

And some within the sacred aisle 
Lean on an altar-tomb the while, 

And, flinging down the bleeding sword, 

Instead of offering humbled word, 

Greet with rfh oath the watch-monk Acre, 

Whose low-breathed hymn and pious care. 

With kindest awe and gratitude, 

In olhbut basest hearts ill passion had subdued; 

XIX. 

^5ome, too, there were, wjbpa^ evil eye 
Scowled on the Monks, as they supply, 

With kindness meek, due sustenance, 

Sweet'iiing the bounty thi^ ifispense. 

“ ^Vell may tliey give of ample store, 

W rung from the laiiS and famished poor. 

To briln* us to forbearance now 
From plunder of their shrines, I trovr ! 

Metbinks our swords, (tiivc something won 
L 2* 
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Prom lazy Monks, who live i’ th’ sun 
And roll in riches of the land ; 

While others, by hard toil of hand, 

]^Iay scantly live from day td' day. 

Yet, listening to their cunning saye, 

Henry and Richard bid us ‘ Nay.’ ♦ 

Let such folks in a bon vent stay ; 

But, by St. Alban’s croum of gold. 

I would not-^I — for thAn withhold 
From Measures now within our reach. 
Though Kings command and Abbots preacJj 
Then, rousing from his sullen mood, 

Such soldier snatched his comrade’s food ; 
And so displayed to humblest sense 
The motive of his fair pretence. 


END OP THE FOURTH CANTO. 



CANTO V. 


THE EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE. 
SCENE — WITHOUT THE WALLS OF 8T. ALBAN’S. 


In angry gloom the sun went down 
Uj>on St. Alban’s bleeding town. 

While aadly many a Red-rose knight, 
Escaping from the ruthless fight. 

Traversed the woods and wild hills round ; 
And ever sought he tangled ground, 
l^athless and dim and far away 
From peasant-foe, who might* convey 
Notice to Richard’s scouts and Ijands, 
Prowling for prey «/cr Alban’s lands. 

11 . 

Oft would the lonely Warrior start 
At glance of arms, shot through the shade. 
Where bright the^vest^fl sun^fbeam played, 
Judging some foemaii watched 'apart ; 
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And sjtraiige it was> 'inid^rake and btifth. 
Where only might he guess to see 
Sweet violets s]ee])ing to the hush 

Of southern breeze, *neath oaken tree,— ^ 
Strange there to spy a %varrior's casque, 

Or cuirass gleam, or steely mask ; 

An eyeless horror, ^teni and still, 

Amid the peace of leaf and rill. 

It was buth hartless, throjvn aside, 

Wh|fse cumbrous weight had stayed the High! 
Of some sad comrade of the fight. 

In the laiC scene of evil-tide. 

These armour-signs, if spelt aright. 

Might tell whose footsteps he might trace 
Along the rude and desert place. 

rii- 

• % 

Oft would he pause on woody hill. 

Listening if all ^vere lone and still. 

And oh ! how still it seemed and lone 
To one escjfjped from liattle-bray. 

From raging and from dying itioaii 
To Nature^ grand apd pe^sSTul m ay ! 
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How calm he^breathiifgs^ jpure and clear^ 
Among the linden foliage here ! 

How fresh and gay it's blossomed spray ; 
How sweet and g<3od her smiles appear ! 
Sublime her ordered laws and true 
Moved o’er the landscape’s evening-hue. 

And solemn in the thunder spoke. 

That, far off, on tlie hill-tops broice. 

Sublime her stormy lights and shade. 

Which all the stretching view pervade. 

Her storms no moral evil show. 

To wort — like human tempest — woe ; 

But health and goodness from them flow, 
Quickly and sure as tears of Spring 
Tlie Summer’s fruit and beauty bring. 

IV. 

The Red-rose Knight, w'ho frofti the hill 
Yet watched where wood and vale were still, 
Had 'scaped, though wounded, from the strife, 
Aud hardly ’8ca])ed with limb and life. 

He fought, until King neiiry^s host. 

By troSchery foul, uqt, weakness, lost. 
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Were pressed, at all ][>oints, on the ton^rii. 
Deceived, betrayed, and tripled down. 
This loyal Knight of Xiancaster, 

Though not in Alban’s prison l>ound. 

Was not yet free from anxious fear 

For friends, wlio fought upon that ground 

t 

And yet he lingered on the hill 
With parting look, and listened still. 

As if his eye, or ear, might glean 
Tidings of that now distant scene. 

V. 

He heard, perchance, faint trumpet-strain 
Marshal for watch some knightly train ; 

Or neigh of charger, high and shrill. 

And sounds perplexed and dubious thrill ; 
Or 'larum-drum and shout afar. 

The dying tremour or the war ; 

•Or, deep and full, St. Alban’s bell 
Roil on the breeze the warrior’s knell. 

And he would gaze, with sad farewell, 
Where yet the gliding splendour falls. 

Along those ancient towers aiy^ walls. 
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VI. 

Tlironed in the vale and pomp of wood; 

The Normal Abley darkly stood^ 

And frowned upon that place of bloody 
Beneath the lowering w^tern cloud ; 

Till the sun, from stormy shroud. 

Looked out, in fierce) yet sullen ire, 

And touched the towering pile with fire. 
Below, each battled turret seemed 

The IVIartyr’s crown of flame to wear ; 
While, through tiie airy arches there, 

The suit’s red si)lendour streamed. 

But transept-roofs and aisles between 
Lay stretched in darker tint and mien, 

^As if they mourned the slaughtered dead. 
Laid out in blood, beneath their shade. 
Slowly the vision changed it's hue, 

In sullen mists tlie sun withdrew, 

A ball of lurid fire, from view. 

Vet curving lines of buriii.shed gold, 
(Traced where light clouds their edges fold) 
Through the red haze, his station told. 



2*6 


ST. ALBAN^S ABBEYi 


Then Evening fell ifer all the vale, 

Fad^d each tower end turret pale ; 

Till, shapeless j huge, obscure as doom. 
The Abbey stoixl in steadiust gloom ; 
Vast^ indistinct, and lone. 

Like Being from a world unknown ! 

VII. 

While the norn Warrior gazed his last. 
The dealh-lndl spoke ujK)ii the blast. 

And now, while he beheld afar— 

Himself secure — that jdace of war, 

And heard agiiiii that deep death-bell 
Along the evening breezes swell, 

Each moment waked u tenderej|^fear. 

Each toll made one dear friend more dear. 
He marvelled hitw he C4>nld have fled, 
Uncertain of their tate ; 

And back resolved his steps to tread, 

And seek to know their state. 

Then, through the gloom he bent his way. 
Led by the Abl^sy's solemn lay. 

music on the soul it played 
Of thoughts beyond this earth's low shade. 
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VIII. 

Though on St. Alban's tower and town 
The shadows of the tempest frown> 

In softened shade> along the vale. 

Peace seemed to dwell twilight pale. 
O'er the long, fading forest line. 

Village and haftilet, hid beneath, 

Sent up on high their silent sign 

Of evening cheer, the thin grey wreath : 
Village and hamlet, that by* day 
Veiled in the sleej)ing shadows lay. 

Or, in ♦blue distance, gave faint show 
Of roofs and s<K*ial scenes below. 

Ah ! treacherous to ^eir own repos<‘ ! 

-'lie' 

Such Atreath betrays to Avatchful foes, 
Scow'eri ng the hills and heath-land nigli. 
Where dear, tlniugh humble, treasures lie. 
And the bright-blazing hearth may share, 
Though not the crimes, the woes, of war. 
To other eyes such blaze might s]>eak 
Of succour, that they vainly seek. 

For bleeding w'ound, for ebbing life, 

For fainting nature’s h&t, laSt strife. 
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Vain hope^ it fades upon his sight ; 

The Warrior’^ eyes are dim in night ! 

No arm his sinking head may prop, 

No light hand dry the cliilly drop ; 

The damps of death are on ||is brow. 

Oh ! for some aid — some comfort now ! 
That NOW is jmssed, he breathes no more * 
Unseen-— unhejird — his pangs are o’er ! 

IX. 

Where were his friends when he sunk low 
Knew they no strange presaging W(k» ? 

Felt they no instinct of that hour, 

No toucli of sym])athy*s deep power, 

Run uYt the sliuddering nerve^||and wake 
Tones from the lieart, that anguish s])ake ^ 
Like to that lyre’s prophetic call. 
Self-sounding from the lonely wall. 

Whose only utterance W'as a sigh, 

To hint when death, or woe, was nigh. 

Ah, no ! they talked, or laughed, or sang, 
Unconscious of hjs dying pan^. 

No eye wept o er hi.s lowly bier. 

The dew of heaven his only tear ; 

AnA vifdiH of eve alone wigre h^re, 
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Rustling the light leafes o’er his head, 

As if they mourned the Warrior dead ; 
Making his stillness seem more still ; 

More sad the shade of grove and hill. 

Here shall he rest till distant day, 

In the deep forest*^ untrod way, 

Cohined in steely arms alone ; 

And, for carvi^^l sepulchre of stone. 

And foliaged vault of choral-aisle, 

Tlie living oak, with darker smile, 

Shall arch it’s broad leaves o’er his form. 

Poor sfiroiid and guard from sun and storm ! 
The woodlark shall hij^requiem sing, 

Percht'd high upon his branchy tomb ; 

..Vnd every morn, tluaigh morn of Spring, 

Shall oVr him spread a mournful gloom ; 
And ey<My eve, at twilight pale. 

Ills chantry-bird shall sweetly wail ; 

And glow-worms, with their watch-torch clear. 
Wait mutely round liis ^rtiKsy bier, 

Keeping aloof from bis dark rest 
Reptiles, that haunt the lAur, dnble^t ; 
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Till other Morn her cold tear Shedj 
And "balm anew the soldier dead. 

XI. 

There was, who, from her distant ^wer. 
Watched all that day St. ti^weT, 

As if its visage could have shown 
The dreadful tale it looked upon, 

And told to her the doubted fate 
Of hi^ on wh<^i her fears await. 

Who joined King Henr}^, on that morn. 

Oh I shall he to liis shades return. 

And through the o'ak"s broad foliage view. 
Once more, the vale and mountains blue ? 
May then their peaceful brangbes wave 
High welcomes o'er his knightly plume. 
Or, shedding deep their saddening gloom, 
Muitniir low dirges 6 er his grave r* 

XII. 

Pale with anxiety and fear. 

She in her silent bower must wait, 

Her pkyful infants thcref 

Her* spirits* ill their songs could bear 
W^hilc doubtful of thdir fatiier’s fate. 
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At times came messen^r from far^ 

With various rumours of the war. 

His lord had late been seen in fight !*' 

So told the fleetest of the flight. 

Another had behel4 him%ill. 

When Warwick burst the barrier wall, 

A third, report of fell wound l^rought ; 

A fourth, that vainly he w^s sought. 

w. 

Slight rumours all — yet each some dread of ili. 
In heart of lovely Florence did instiU. 

xtii. 

In oricrand in alley green 

By turns she sat, or walked, unseen. 

Tft' unfolding buds o^pring were there, 

JBreathing delight upon the air. 

Health, life, anefjoy, by song of birds 
• * ^ 

As well are told, as if by word:^ 

Those opening buds, that breath oTjoy, 

That song of birds did but annoy 

Attention, that for hiiut^ sound 

Listened from Alban's 4&ttrful ground* 

Oft on the calm there seemed to float 

Alurmur confused — a trumpet's not^,— 
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Dull beatings of a charger's hoof — 

The sharper clash of arms aloof — 
Tumultuous shout — the onset cry — 
Signal of some, that meet and die. — 
Wlwjse summons heard she ||k thatisjcall ? 
Oh ! AT THAT moment who might fall ! 

XIV. 

Attention each fine sound pursued, 

f 

Till do^bt and distance seemed subdued 
She listened then, as if her ear 
Could bring each phantom of her fear 
In real shape before her sight. 

There glowed the terrors of the tight 1 
She saw her loved lord wounded sink. 
And sloudy from the battle shrink. 

With not a hand i^s arm to stay. 

Or. help him^ where he bleeding lay. 
Farther she dared m0t — could not, think. 


Aghast and inotiojaless, in trance*. 
While such tei^pUioi^ visions 
She rose up from her pale despair. 
His fate to soften, or to sharOi 
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And she, who from a summer shower 
W ould fly to covert of a bower ; 

Whom thunder tortured with alarm. 

Though sheltered in his faithful arm ; 

Who lived in privity’s round. 

And joys in cares domestic found 
(The cherub Jsmile of infancy,. 

The look of love, still watching hy) 

Whose heart would to best music move— 

TJie music breathed by breath of love. 

The music of Affection's eye — 

That varied world of harmony ! 

Even slie renounced all feeble fear, 

Pfessed by a danger i^re severe ; 

^And felt the spirit of the brave, 

Wlien her mind^caught the hope io save. 

xvr. 

Till near the falling i»f the sun. 

It was not known the fight was done ; 

And then, that lady's ijiessenger, 

W'ith face, mat sp(»k|i before his to^lj^e, 

Of horrors, that round Alban throng. 
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ISrought h^&vy news of Lancaster ; 

But tiding of her lord came none ! 

A dreadful silence wrapt his name — 

The pause, ere falls the lightning's flame, 
Might be just image of th^aame.^**^^ 

Without a tear, without a sigh. 

She read dismay iu every eye* 

Unbreathing calmness o'er her face 
Now veiled, with melancholy grace, 

Her courage, — moral courage, — love. 

That soon their truth and strength must prove, 
xvir. 

One ancient sen^ant, faithful found, 

She chose to guide her on her way. 

And search with lier the blood-stained ground, 

Where dead andaivounded still ml||ht lay. 

In vain that humble steward sought 

To win her from ^ch daring thought, 

And told the dangers that a wait 
% 

Wide round St. Alban s blinding gat^j 
And 8he,\vhoneVT had vieiv#i the fa^ 

Of slaughtered man, how might she trace. 
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How bear to look upon the field. 

Where their last breath the vanquished yield ! 
How search for face of her dear lord, 

Or, finding, live and aid afford ! 

xv3^^. 

Florence a forceful sigh suppressed, 

“ Haste ! not a moment: Eiay we rest. 

Such aid even now lie needs ; away I 
He bleeds — he dies, while we * — 

“Upw, lady, may you reach the to>V7i, 

On public road, unseen, unknown ; 

And seen and kno\vii, how, prison-free. 
Escape the grasp of enemy ? 

A shorter path jierchanee might lead 

• ♦ 

O'er open ground of heath or mead ; 

But that %vas viewed by every ey^ 

Wliile tlirough the forest's closet ^vay, 

The dim ])aths fiir and widely stra^ 

How’ reach the guarded barrier ? 

And, lady, ho^j||^ight endure 
Th(i weary palfi ; or ho# procure 
Tlie pass of posted warrior !**— 
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** My purse such posted guard shall gain, 
]\Iy palfrey bear me, while he may ; 

My purpose will my steps sustain ; 

Away — to horse ! away, awaj' 
xik. 

By sense of duty thus upheld. 

By strong affection thus impelled, 
Florence must quit her iSheltered home, 
O'er desolated tracks to roam. 

In chamber, gallery, orieled-hall. 

Her home was deadly stillness all ; 

But stillness without peace — more drear 
Such stillness, sthan the ^^"ar's career 1 
It seemed, as tlirougli the liall she passed, 
Murmured a mourning trumpet-blast. 

She turned, as sad ft died away, 

And, while the slanting western ray 
Played through a casement's ivy wreath, 
And touched the armoured shape beneath, 
That Stood, like guardian of tJie hall. 

By stair, where fearful .shadows fall. 

She thought tj|C corslet heaved, as life 
Was there beneath, with death at strife. 
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Perliaps, *tis glance of ivyi-leaves 
Trembling in light her eye deceives. 

XX. 

Short pause she made within the court ; 

Her steed received her as in sport, 

When fresh from clieer of green- wood shade 
Though now no soft carets she laid' 

Upon his glossy neck, or face, 

Nor gave him word of gent lb grace. 

Yet did he know her, though the ‘guise 
Might won]) her from a stranger’s eyes; 

And pawed the ground, in mantling jo}% 
Anjl arched his crest, and turned his eye, 
And champed the bit, with nostril wide, 
And laid his playful head aside, 

A> asking welcomes fibm her hand. 

And suing for it’s light command. 

XXI. 

Old Leonard led through forest- way, 

And pointed wlfee St. Alban’s lay, 

With look of grave and anxious though^ 
The sun those lofty turretsibrou^ht 

# 


# 
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Full on the eye, that, at their si^ht. 
Sickened and darkened, as in night. 

Yes, though she felt the western blaze, 
Strange gloom, all q^erltss, met her ga*e. 
She saw the sun — Ifee knew his beam. 

Yet seemed in dimness of a dream ! 

With minified grief and t€Wor filled, 

Her spirits scarce tlieir task fulfilled ; 

Yet did her will it*s purpose hold. 

As might the boldest of the bold. 

Right oinvard, ns the path might go, 

She pressed, .to meet the coming wee; 

The fanning air her frame sustained, 

And firmly still her steed she reined. 
Though on the Abbey-tower her ^ye 
Was fixed — that k>wer would seem to fly ; 
For, though at utmost speed she went, 
More di.sUnt seemed it*s battlement ; 

And, though she knew her palfrey moved. 
That he went forward was not proYBd.^ 
xxn. 

Though true ajid g6od tl a long-loved 
His weary limbs relaxed their speed. 
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He marvelled at the pace she ki^ed, 

And would resent the whip she plied> 
(Unused to feel the goading pain. 

And fretting with a high dis^^,) 

Had other hand but held the rein. 

Often would Leonard now implore 
That, till the fores t-smdes were o'er, 

His lady» for liis master’s sake, 

Some caution for herself would take, 

* 

Xor tempt St. Alban’s dangerous wall, 

Ere deepest gloom of evening fall. 

The sun was'^yet upon the towers, 

.\nd lighted yet her roofs and bowers. 

XXIII. 

Florence once ttirned her weary sight, 

And, in the landscape's l>eainy light, 

*1# 

Viewed the peaked nM»fs and glittering vane. 
Wliere slept, in j>eace, her infant-train. 

A sigh — the first slie long had known — 
Hurst froni.ht+ breast, and fell a tear ; 

But ’twas not grief she felt, nor fear 
'Twas desolation, hopeh4*8, drear! . 

She seemed in this vast world alone ; 
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*Reft of her joy, her. guide, her might. 
Even life itself was desert night. 

XXIV. 

St. Alban’s, onward atjthey^drew, 
Spoke fearful symptoms oi^he war ; 

Tumultuous murmurs, cries afar, 

< 

Wild roar, tUnt distance did irdbdue ; 
And oft, from paA unseen, was heard 
Horse-tramp, or shout, W solemn word ; 
And heavy sounds of woe and pain 
Led to the steps of wounded men, 
Unhorsed and jj^ndered of their ami%' 
And jealous still of new alarms. 

V 

These Leonard (questioned of the fate 
Of friends within St.^baii’s gate, 
W^hile Florence, with attention dread, 
Apart, in silence, bent her head. 

Little he learned ; for scant they knew, 
’Wildered in tumult of the fight, 

Of what had passed beyond their view ; 
But in one ta^ they all unite — 

The plundering fury (ff the^foe 
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On those whom^tbey o*eitake in 
And their relentless^ coward htSw ; 

All urge the strangers to beware. 

Nor Alban’s fatal barrier dare. 

mxv. 

Then ancient Leonard urged anew 
The dangers would hee^plirse pursue ; 

And JFlorence yielded now her ear. 

By truth warned, by idle fearJ " 

He led where steed might hardly go 

Under the stretching, lieechen bough, 

• ’ 

A scene of d^^ repose and gloom, 

Huslied as some lonely aisle, or tomb-»- 
So*liushed, that here the bird of Slay 
Amid the leaves begtpi|,beT lay ; 

' ’ft* < 

Not the kno^^'ll lay of Joyous mftm. 

But midniglit hymn, sad, sweet^and lorn ; 

Yet sometimes, as her cadence fell. 

Strange mournful murmurs seemed to swell — 
Sounds indistinct and dark, to wail, 

Or darkly hint, some dreadful tale. 


VOL. III. 
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XXVI. 

Sudden^ whelTB opiltting branches yieUh 
Florence beheld the tented fiejld^ 

Beneath St. Alban’s walls afar. 

Spread with the vii|^s li^ of war. 

Broad, moving masses she might view. 

And hurr^j|ng bands* of gl^il^F 
Preparing for the coming night 
And trains of hoWie, whose armour bright 
Flashed radiance to the western light ; 

And trumpet-signals faint were heard 
And far — halloo and shouted word. 

All that thel^lriived, seemed strong in strife. 
But *twas fa# comforts, not for life — 

All that there lived ! — alas, thought ! 

What strife of hope and fear it brought ! 
While o’er the scen'^ St. Alban's tower 
Looked sternly on the passing hour. 

xxvir. 

To this wild scene of war's ‘array,— 

Where busy atoms of a day. 

Entrusted with bri^f rule, had proved 
By what slight springs their force is moved. 
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Opposed — great ll|i^ure tranquil lay. 

Though on Ae hills, far to th^’^esf, 

Dark thunder-shadows awful i^t. 

There and grandqjir combined 

With stillness, as of l^j^dii^Biinft 
The purple gloom lay deep and wide, 

Save where the umk^g^ splelido^irs gl^e 
Broadly and silent o'er the vale, 

And touch with life the forests pile. 

xxvin. 

While Florence watched, beneath the shade, 

The camp in Key's-Field now arrayed, 

1 1 ®'’ 

She shrunk, as danger 8e(*Tned inore^ear,, 

^ct fiuiiid impatience conquering feSt; 

And, urging on a flight. 

Ere hindered by ady^cing night, 

She looked, perchance, upon dte way. 

Where now^ her dying husband lay 

Urged hy such thought, she puoied no more ; 

And, as the AhbeyM*guardian roof 

Might shield him, should the last be o'er. 

There w ould she seek her first dread proof. 

M 2 
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XXIX. 

She turned her stee%^d„gave the reijn^ 
But checked awhile Ms course again. 

As from by-way and ne^ she heard 
A slow M’heel prAsihg^l^e {^g|pn-sward. 

It bore, beneath the veiling shade. 

Some wounded chieft^ lowly laid. 

In dread attention Florence sees. 

As the light steals thro^igh parted trees, 

The mute train turn the jutting bank, 
(Where the high beech, of silver rind, 
CaughtHhe slant sunbeam ere it sank,) 

And througlfi the de^Oniiig forest wind. 
The level radUmce^ sheeting faar 
Within the shadows, touched ij^^car ; 

And, glancing o'er a steely cr^Jt, 

Flushed the wan vis^^^e in it pressed. 

Too distant fell^h^ slanting light 
To bring the featuaiS forth to sight ; 

But played on falchions dra#i^ around, 
Guard^g;^tlioir tdiief o*er dangerous ground ; 
And gleamed upcm the silver %adge, 

• f 

Of lofty servitude the pledge. 
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XXX. 

Florenei tcfeained the impuM strong. 
That woi^d have forced her t^that throng, 
And Leonid hastened fo ei^ore 
Some signal of the CUif thef hoi#, ^ 
While she, within the deepest gloom, 
Watched, as for sentence of her doonw « 

She marked, when he overtook the chief, 

No gesture of surprise, or grief. 

Soon, where the broader foliage slietl 
It’s gloom o*er woodbanks high and steep, 
Beyond the warriors’ wajythere crefp 
^ sandaled group with hoodie head. 

Silently from tlra A^rage deep. 

This pilgrim-band li%St scarce be kno^m, 
Clad in their amioe grey. 

From tint of boughs with most overgrown ; 
But that some clasp, or chainlet shqpe, 

And ruddy tinge their faces ow# 

Of the full Westeih ray. 

^xi. 

As from the pass that^sh|<low}i train 
Sought Alban’s sheltering aisles to gtyn^ 
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Unknowing that the war's ilad |||iirse 

Had thither bm^hl; Duke Ricliai^'sHi ti#/ 

Sudden^ the woun^ell Chief they meet. 

And, doubting, won^ring, pitying, gredt. 

Lfconard, '^vhi|| He drew neal^ o'erheard 

The^meeting Pilgrim's hailing wwd. 

And question, on •the spreading war. 

And who was Ix^riie upon the ear ? 

There lav Earl Stafford, wounded sore. 

Whom Buckingham must long ilejdort? : 

Then prompt good wishes they exchange, 

Sta£e of t^ roads and pass declare. 

Give nows of war, and counsel fair 

m 

How best the Pilgrims ma]|^|aig||ge 
Their distant way, throng path. 

To gain, ere night, spme quiet «?illarth. 

XXXII. 


Deonard asked Ridings of his lord 

From all who, that bleeding car, 

Haltegil, with watchful eye guard. 

Ax|^ V|pi#U8 rumours of %te war 
They told, of chiefs s^ed, or^etl ; 

Clifford and Henry tw were dead : 
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Brief and u^ure^g^ ali**they said. 


Baron 


He was slain-*- 


Some told,^and some denied agdn. 
Leonard, o§ mention of his death, 

With eager look and ti^blihg brelth^ 
Straight to the Chief himself addressed. 
His (|uestioii ; who, howe'er distressed, 
Upriuscd with patieni courtesy 
His languid head, for brief r<iply : — 
'Twas said, that, early in the strife, 
Fitzhar^jiiug fell, yielding his life 
To Richard’s sword ; but then such tale 

A “ 

Should not aa certainty previpl ; 

For those engage^^%rdent 2ght 
^■Know not wIri falls liieymd their sight.” 

xxxm. 

Ere yet the hasty talk had passed. 

Swelled on the calm a clarion's blast ; 
Then sudden and near shout t|n!|Ued high. 
And pain and terror j^miiigled cry. 

Tlie Earl gave signal Ho proceed ; 

And wishe^warm Ibe dinfejrence close 
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For life and health and dlife HpiBe 
The car then «nov^ with feeble speed^ 
Fixed in dismay Pilgrims stood. 

Till Leonard, pointing ^hrvugh the woorfj 

S 

Told where a ^jttle dim patlwwonnd, 

RemAte Arom Alban*s fatal ground. 

Then bent he 'ivith the fearful tale 
To Florence. How may he prevail 
To lead her home ? How soothe her woes. 
When his dire news he shall disclose ? 

xxjprv. 

'Wliile^jhe had watched his steps ivith doubt, 
•She heard the faint pursuing shout, 

And marked where trailed tl|||$'di^ttant rout. 
But, even here, where all si^Ulfeddone, 

The dreariness her ouTi ; 

At times came ^earei* voice, and yell 
Of wandering bands, or bugle’s swell 
In signal-call, or iMg^ter loud/ 

Horrid to her, as voice from ! 

Others ,th#r^Were who shuxdibd the soad. 
Anxious to reach soms sal^^al>^le. 
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iSre jet tlie Upipest fell ; . 

For 80 the iwtnres Memed to tell 
Of men, who, on the wild heatli^med. 
And pointing where the red gloom burned, 
A moment paused, to sly 
How dark the storm comes on our !" 

XXXV.- 

Sudden, while Silen^pe slept around, 

Her courser listened, as if ^und 

Disturbed his watchful ear ; 

With feet outstretched and rising mane, 

• ir 

Averted head and eyes, that strain. 

He gazed, in stiffening fear ; 

I'ben reared, and, with a r^ive bound, 

.fie bore her from fearful ground, 

Ere she had aught perceived dread, 

Or sound had heard, that terror spread. 
Vainly she tried to rein her steed ; 

So docile late, he k^^ps his 

Though now they meet a hagi^d group, 

* e 

Who, with fierce gesture and wild jrh|p>p. 
Would check his rapid flight ; 
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Trying, when n^r, to snalili t^^|ln ; 

To chase, when passed ; but stilrin 
He beafs her their might. 

XXXVI. 

Pencil alone may traeib such^oe 
As darkene^^aithful Leonard's brow. 
When he had reached the oak's lone gloom 
Where Florence dared to meet her doom, 
And found her not ! But, while around 
He searched the close embowered ground, 
A form terrific fixed his eyes. 

Sheltered within the tliickest shade, 

1 js 

There lay a pule and dying head ; 

In blood an armoured warrior lies ! 

It was his lowly, faltering glopit! 

His casque, where stray light had shone. 
And might give glin^ise of ghastly face. 
Betrayed tpm to the startled steed ; 
Who bore his i^^tress olF ut speed. 

Ere she his cause of fear couTd trace. 

« 

XXXVI 

Ere Jbeonard, 'neatli the darksome t>ougli , 
Might the dead form, or feature, know. 
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A fearful sou^ Ipi sllll^ and bigli 
Upon thl^ rushing breeze went nigh. 

A shriek it seemed — again he heirs 
The voice, tbat summoned all his fears. 

f • 

Once more he listene^^ but the breeze 
Rolled lonely o'er the bended trees. 
And died, but, as it swelled -again, 
Brought on it’s tide^,that note of pain ! 
Leonard, ere yet the plaint might close, 
Turned his good steed the way it rose. 


KNU OF THE FIFTH CANTO. 



CANTO VI. 


THE EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE.*^ 
SCENE — WITHIN THE TOWN AND ADDET OK 
ST. ALBAN *S. 


Though now, within St, Alban^s wall. 
Was hashed the turmoil of the day. 
The crash of arms, the Chieftain’s calf, 
The qpset shaut, the cldllon's bray, 

The stftlness there was scarce less dread 
Of those, wbo, looking^^n tla* dead. 

In voice suppressed and trembling spake. 

As if tiicy feared the very sound, 

Or, that it might distijrb, or wake 
The victimil^tretched around. 

Yet, sometimes, 'mid tliis calu of fear. 
Rose sadden cri^ of woe most Areiir 
For friend or kiiyman found. 

But, though the slain filled all the ground, 
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No brother yet Hated Ijillther move^ 

Or close bis eyes with pious love ; 

And^ though auud that gha8tlyi)and 
Lay chiefs and nobles, of the land^ 

Yet might no man his pity prove; 

Nor herald take his fearful course, 

To know and name the new-made corpse. 

Earl Warwick ruled that woeful hour. 
What were compassion 'gainst his power ? 

How many, fallen upon that heap, 

1 ^ 

Warm and alive, but succourless. 

Had there unnoticed found the sleep 
His will might never more distress ! 
•While he disputed, planned, arranged 
Ambition's little dream of fame, 

Or with his peers, or knightsf exchanged 
Some narrow points of rival claim. 

And thus it went till l^en-tide ; 

And then the mitfed fathers’ cry. 

That those who had, on each side, died. 
Should rest with equal honoiys here, 

Was coldly granted ; while a .tear * 
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Of sad4pst gity filled hi9*Neye> 

Who pleaded for such ministry. 

The monks, too, asked an armed band 
Might round their Abbey portals stand, 
And yet another guard tlieir ^vay. 

When thcy^eir pious dues should pay, 
And step amid tli*, unhallowed troop. 
Who o*er the dead and dying^|i|l>op. 


III. 


Then went the heralds on their round, 
Proclaiming forth the 


And,^llowing on that blood-stained ground. 

York’s plundering lancemen sped. 

And then, sustained by courage high. 

Pale brothers of the monastery. 

Solemn and still and sad #ent by ; 

Nor shrunk they, wifii an useless fear. 

To do their dSwful office here, 

jv. 


Then straight were borne to Alban's aisle. 
Rescued by guard from wanton spoH, 
Dead chief and prince and^noble knight. 
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High plumed^ and harimsed for thejSghl^ 
To rest, all in their steely gear^ 

In consecrated there ; 

Knights, ^vho that very morning rode 
Beneath the Abbey's tower. 

And hardly owned the earth they tro<j||j 
Or an}' ear till y power. 

So light ill hope, H9^^|digh in pride. 

Pranced they to battle, side Jiy side : 

Now uiultT Death’s dim flag enrolled, 

Their transient story no|^ all told ; 

Still, comrades, side by side, they g(^ 

And side by side, though shrined in brass. 
Must soon into oblivion pass ; 

Scarce word shall live, nor sign, to show 
What spirit’s dust ^^leeptAhere below. 

V. 

'Twiis well Duke Richard granted guard ; 
Much need had they if w'arlike ward — 
Those hooded monks and lay ; 

Since armour rich of men they bear 
The coiKjiierors might strive Jto tea| 

From the dead co^se away. 
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And hardly did the guardian sword. 

Or written si^ of Richard’s word, 

Deter froin bloody fray. 

And scarce the palls the i\bbot sent . 

To shade the noble slain, 

While throijgh the open street they went. 
Could hide bi^lght casque, or chain. 
Oft would a sullen murmur 

From lancemen rude the j)orcli beside,* 
That the rich armour they had woit 

Should be preserved fo^chieftains pride 
That they, who braved so much of toil. 
Should share not in the hard-earned sfH>il. 
They laughed in scorn, when it was said. 
Such spoil would in the grav^ be laid. 

Fit shrouding for a warriet'dead. 

Forty and nine of detd alone 

Then bear they tlirough the gate ; 

And many wounded men unknown, 

Their pious care and pity own; 

Too oft in dying state. 
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How mournful was the scenes and dread 
Of monks around t|;pse warriors dead^ 

Laid out in aisle and^ n%ve. 

When, through the western window's height. 

The red sun, ere he sunk in night. 

His last sad farewell gave*! 

His beams a darkened! glory threw, 

Tinged with that gorgeous window's hue. 

On every vault and arch on high ; 

Glanced on each secret g^lcry, 

And half unveiled it's mystery ; 

While-ehrine and bier and form of woe 
Lay suijk in shadows deep below#, 

^rand as the closing battle*hour, 

Yet gloomy as it's fatefaFpow^r, 

Hovered that light above the siain, 

Last light of their last day, and vain. 

VII. 

’Twas at this hour of 'twilight pale. 

When curfew-beli gave heavy wail, 

A Pilgrim to the Abbey cam^ 

Brief rest and timely aid to claim. 
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While seated in Refectory 

Thus did he to the warders state. 

That, trusting^o no bravery. 

But to his honoured weed, his tate, 

‘He passed alone the tented lin6 

Of Richard’s camp, liis outer guard. 

And the to\Yn l^arrier’s watth and ward. 
Now, when the Abbey-bandrWdced 8ign, 
And answer due to th^ir watch- word. 

He ne’er before their pass had heard. 

Then other means he tried to gain 
The warders, and tried not in vain ; 

His gift bestowed, he pressed his way. 
Where ^liin the coijyent portal lay. 

VIII. 

Lofty and dark that |K>rcfrWros 4 , 

By fitistlie vaulting shown, 

W^hen the Uissed torch a retl flash throws 
O’er thick-riblM?d arcli and crowning rose. 
And luKKled face of carved stone. 

While passed the dead and dyiiigy^rough. 
There watched the Pilgrim, hid from view 
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Within a turret's dusky stair, ^ 

Whence he might note what aorpse they bear ; 
He watched, with fixed and tearless |^e. 

The warrior's death-march crowding by. 

IX. 

Under the gloom of portal door, 

On bier and shield while soldiers bore 
I’he hoj)eless wounded and the dbad, 

Pale nionka with lifted torches led, 

And Abbey-knights in silence ward ; 
Following came lancemen, as rear-guard. 

The dying forms, then passing by. 

Showed every shade of misery, 

Mingling with warlike pageantr]|^ 

^nie lay in (juilted brigandine, 

Others in polished j^rmoWP^ shine. 

And some in surcoat blazon^uf high. 

Some were in 'bossed and damasked steel. 
With threatening crest and plumed head ; 
These tlie closed helmet-bars conc^td. 

On others the ^^^^d vizor shed 
A shade athwart the eyes more dread 
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Even than the wounds it m^ht expose. 

And some there were? whose shroud^like mail> 
Binding t]|||^ chin and forehead pale. 

Would all the dying look disclose ! 

O ! that poor look, that sinking eye, 

Wl^en glanced a light from torch on high, 

Held by some mute o'erbending monk. 

Of ghastly air and visage shrunk ; 

Whose wanness, though of different hue 
From his, that lay beneath his view. 

Yet, seen beside the living tint 

Of •men, who bore the corpse away. 

Seemed but a fleeting shadowy hint 
Of one, who hq^ lived yesterday. 

As with still step he passed along 
The wounded and the dj/fig th’-ong. 

X. 

Once, as the grave's dark guests pass by, 

The Pilgrim's sad and bursting sigh 
Betrayed him in that shaded hook ; 

And, as the sound fell on the 
Of monk, attendant on^he bier. 

He raised his torch around to look. 
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It showed him but the pertal-roof, 

The studded gates^ long batt!e«prW> 

The low-browed docwr and turret-st^ir^i^ 
And not the dark weed restii^ there. 

And, had he spied that pilgrim -weed. 

The form benoatli he might not read. 

Nor guess the world there hidj tiie^fears. 
The trembling tliouglit, that sees and hears, 
In every shape, in every sound. 

Image, or hint of grief profound ; 

The pang, that seeks the worst to knoty, 

9 

Yet sliriiiks, and shuns the meeting woe, 

Affection’s pang, o’er- watching care, 

And, sickness of the heart ! despair. 

• ^ 

; it was Flori nee there who stood. 

Watching each passing ooirpse, 

And waiting till a hrmer mood, 

Might bear her on her course. 

XI. 

And, when the mingled crowd was passed 
Of living and of dead. 

And the great portal, clos<^ so fast. 

Echoed no sound of driad. 
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On noiseless foot pale Florence paced 

The Abbey-court— and^oister traced 
• * ^ 

And hall jhd qhamber'.s gloom. 

Forsaken gallery, dini^tiyr. 

Remote from steps of ceaseless care. 

^ast thronging rou||^ the tomb. 

No voice throiigl^ stillness stole, no sound 
Through all tlie widely vacjuit rdinid. 

D<K>r after door, in loyg display. 

Still led where di>tant chambers lay 
Shown by tilled huiip, or taper's rav. 

XII. 

By such ray. tremlding on the gl'Kur, 

She passed thmugh many a vaulted n^om . 

In one she paused, flung back her h«K»d. 

And, with an eager fremr|r, vii^wtnl 
What, silent, in theccentre stontl. 

The board, that feasted living guest. 

Behold ! was now the dead man's re*fli 
For banquet-cloth — a wiiidiitg sht^et ! 

That, lifted by the face and fec^ 

Veiled, yet made kiiowi||||^»me form of death, 
Laid out, unwatched^ unwept, l>eneath * 
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Honour had watched living Soutse, , 

* 

Terror and Pity wound hiileorpse. 

But Sorroi 2 »r benda%ot by bis bier ! 

Though now^ perchance^ her steps are near. 

• • 

xin. 


A sliuddering instinct yet i^hhcld 
Florence from seeking, who was veiled ; 


Aiul evea tha^Aiiad uncertainty 
Whose counfonance she hcre^ might see — 
Kvcn this seemed momentaiT shield 


From truth, that might be there rev(|^ed. 
With eyes fixed on tliat winding shroud, 
P(S^rless slie stood beside tlie dead ; 
Came o'er her siglit a misty cloud ; 

Through all her frame a tremour spread 
A stillness of tlie hearti«f^ trance 
Held her, like statue in advagce ; 

One hand just raised to lift the veil, 

But checi:^ as life itself must fail. 


If one loyed face should there lie pale. 

A mom4at passed— she raised the shroud, 
Fell o'er her sight a darb^ cloyd I 
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No cry she ^ttes^d^^^ dn^pfli^ no tear ; 

But sunk beside the W^lrior’s bier. 

Th6re J)y a lay-hionk was she foffiad^ 

When passing on his wonted round ; 

There^ like a broken lily, laid 
Half-hid, within her piLp'im-shade ; 

And thence, w%b hopems care, conveyl^d. 

Thoiigh closed the Abbey’s outer gate. 

Still, through low pWch and postern-^door, 
Pikenien the dead and dying bwe ^ 

To the near aisles, where monks a\^it, 

And watch around th’ expiring cliief. 

With aiding pity, silent grief 
And every form of horror view. 

Yet calm their duteous t|i|c pursue. 

Clement, the Monk^ }yas, on this night*^. 
Shrine-wilfcher on the s<>uthem aisle. 
Pacing o’er brass-bound graves the 
By the pale, sickly, waning Ugbt 
Of yellow tapers, ranged in state 
O'er tombs of the^departc^ great. 
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Under the transept's sli|lned dlSkt 

« 

.No victim of the war waa ftd; 
.Yet, as with slewiltd henry tres^- 
Passed on the ^ dead, 

Clement a prayer of requiem said. 

XV. 


From these new relics of liar’s 
Turning, it 4i^pia pain assuage 
To look oH marble sepulchre, 

And ponder Latin register^ 

Of those, who^ruled here in past age-^ 
He thought of Frederick the Bold, 
LaiSlaut in monumental brass. 

Who, casting off his cope of gold, 
^med at all points stood in the pass. 
When Norman William ctike of old ; 

And, spnmg himself from ri^al race, 
(Canute, the Dane, spoke in his^vein) 
Defied ^^4"on<pieror to his face. 
Clement tlosr almost stfw his form— 
That 'v^ke Abbot, rising dim 
VOL. m. K 
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From the grave’s sSep^ as iq^sed by storm 
Of battle* then approitiung him ; 

And could *haVe t^ai^t hk armS^’s gleam 
Did through the chancel«shadows stream ; 
Nay that his very Shape stood tiiere^ 

With face all haggard^ won and spare^ 

And plumage ^ttbring o'er his crest. 

As if \^d h^or it expressed. 

XVI. 

W as this a vision that he viewed. 

Wrought Ipr o'erwatching of the mind ? 

It f*«emed along the shade to wind. 

And rest in thoughtful attifhde. 

All in tlie aisle was lone and still. 

But from tha4ktant nave a tlirill, 

A murmur deep and stilled broke ; 

Where monks, aS tliey the deaJPlaid^t, 
In voice of strange lamenting spoke. 

As if half fearing, half devout. 

Clement, the way that moaning came. 

One moment turned his eye : 

What was it shodk his loTty frame i 
W'hat wrung /rom him what sigli" 
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He drew upon his fiiee Jus hood/ 

Deep rapt awhile in thongRtfol mood 
When able to up his mien, 

On the choir-step |^at vision stood. 

That unknown ^ade, so dimly seen. 

So woo-begono and stern it's look, 

The Monk with sudden terror shoiil. 

He signed himself, and passed the wdj^ 
Where other shrine- watch yet might stay. 

XVII. 

It waved him-back with lofty iign, 

Then trod the aisle alone. 

In stately step, to Catherine's shrine, 

Aid spoke in stifled tone. 

IJut Clement, still o’ercome with dreM, 

Before that warlike ^mage fled. 

idff « 

It w^as no {l^tom that .^tood there, 

But a true knight of Lancaster ; 

« 0 

Who, 'mid crowd of monks, that bore 
A w'arrior through St! Maiy^’s door. 

Had here a dreadful refuge ta'en 
Among the dying and the slain. 


N 
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He craved of Client secrecTi 
That he here in shelter he. 

Having escaped^ at; midnight hour. 

From those, who watched aroui^ this tower. 


The ^lonk, weU pleased with fear to part. 
And aid Lran^JUtrian Knight distressM, 
Welcomed tlik%tranger to his hearli^ 

And freely granted all his quest. 

He pointed^ a little stair 

Wouii^ hpwar# o’er file transept there ; 

He pointed, but they heard, remote. 

Dull, measured footsteps ^11, 

And saw tlirough IVIary’s portal float 
Slowly, a a^e pall. 

Distant, upon the aisle it turned, 

Where Gloucester’s chantrjUlUipers bumML 
The stranger stood, %vith brow intent 
Upon that mournful vision bent : 

.So pale and still, though stern; his look. 
Image he seemed, forsook of life. 

But that his crest^g plumage shook, 

And told of passion’s str&e. 
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All reckless of himself he stoodf 
While <p the bearers drew^ 

Till Clement jrouse^ him from hi^ mood^ 
And led him from thekr \iew. 


XIX. 

Within a little secret door 
Of this side ai^e, they now explore 
A stair, that goes within the wall 
To galleries on high ; 

These run behind close arcades small 


Along the transept nigh. 

The^arches round, the pillars short, 
(With capitals micarved and square,) 
(Changing each single arch to pairi 
^em by rude hand of Saxon ^vyoug]^^ 
Or Norman Willpim's earliest Uain : 

So massy is their shape Imd plain. 

Hid in these g^erieSt unknown, 

A strfi^ger long might be. 

Yet on die shrines and tombs look down, 
And all there passing sOe. 


Such channels mn, in dqiible tier, 
Throqgh ejirery aisle and tran&pt here ; 
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Yet gora Qofe on^ onehecked, the roand 
And bendings of this mystic ground> 

f * 

But, broke by winfdow, arch, or pier, 

The narrow way is oftet found. 

XX. 

Within thit litl|e secret door,, 

A few steps of thO Choir before, 

Clement the mournful stranger led, 

While P^^d, upon his funeral bed. 
Unwept, unknown, Ifckat warrior dead. 

The paU had shifte^^from it’s hold. 

And showed a casque of sted and gold, 

A LION PASSANT CTCSt ; 

And, just beneath the vizor raised, 

The eyes, for ^er fixed and glazed, 

A warrior*8 death confessed. 

Two men-at*anns stepped llbwly near 
A Poursuivant, before the bier ; 

And, as they passed, the Knight could bear 
The watch-monk, Clement, feebly sayi 
‘‘ Who passes to his grarc^ I pray.** 
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The herald deigned not word to gife. 

Save Live King Henry ! Henry live ! — 
The Knight then^ in his secret oall. 

No longer might his feelin{^ quell ; 

But stepped upon the aisle to leinm> 

What friend or comrade he must m^urn. ^ 

EXI. 

The bier had passed away the while. 

The herald at it*s side. 

And, as he turned upon the a^. 

Where nave and choir divi<fef 

Th(|‘iftranger did Portcullis know, 

And princely Somers^ laid low. 

Wfth l^ended head and do^vnward eye, 

He mused in grief to see 

The Chief so oft of victory. 

Whom last he viewed *iilid bdhners high 

And trumpets’ pride and shout of joy. 

*> 

Wliile thus the warrior dwelt in thought. 
The ]^onk, respectful of his pain, 

No word of consolation sought, 
Impertinent^and vain ; 
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But watched him, witii a low-breathed rigfa. 
And look of gentle sympathy : 

.Till the Knight, fearing further stay. 
Turned round and signed the Monk away ; 
And Clement led jyjpft up the 
That;»open|^ on the gallery height. 

XXII. 

The beams^ that rose from shnne and tombt 
Broke on that stair-flight’s distant gloom. 

As now the Knight and Mcpik ascend ; 

^ And, see^^beyond tew arches there. 

Tall fretted windows rose in air, 

- And with the transept-sliado%r8 blend 
Dim form of warrior and of saint. 

Traced gloomily by moonbeam faint. 

These words the Monk at parting gave. 

Sir Knight, wbate/er you may tee 
Within this hidden gallery. 

Sir Knight, be watchful, mute, and brave : 

The way is little known. 

And you are safe frmn Iteman ill 
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If you shall secret be and still 
** I leave you not alone I” 

The Stranger yielded to his will^^ 


But answer made he none. 

Yet much he muM on the dar^yord. 
That might somdimward hint afibrd 
Of those he feared> tl^s nighty to^ see 
Changed by Death's awful mystery. 

xxiu^ 

Within the pillared arc)^ unseen^ 

He stood and looked beneath ; 


Transept and aisle lay deep between 
This angle and the Nave s long scene 
Of suffering and death, 
pbscure in that far distance^ lay 
This scene of mort^ misery ; 

And, where tall arches ^aose". 
Each arch, discovering the way 
To what beyond might passing be, ^ 
some dread* group disclose. 
Pale phantcibs only seemed^p glide 
Among the torches there, 

Nr 5 
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And stoop upon the tomb's low «icie« 

In busy/sil^ care : 

Unseen the below. 

Unseen the pale, reflected woe 

On miens, th^|||pch woe shaa||.; 

The sable cowl appeared alone. 

Or glimpse of helqf, or corslet, finown 
the red torch’s glare. 

P‘- 

Distinct, no sound arose, ner^ord 
Along the vaults and arches spread, 
Save that low murmur, shrill and dread. 
Which in the C^|pr tjffi W^arrior hiiMrd ; 
While still the heavy march, afleur, 

Brought on new victims of the war. 

Down the long south aisle swept his eye. 
Upon whose verge two ^Imiits lie ; 
Athwart that aisle, m farthest gl oomy 
The frequent was seen to glide. 
Borne by the herdds of the tomb • 

And, hunjiog to the cleisterHodej 
Lay^monks oft^^bdit upon the bier. 
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Into the dormitoiy nAf, 

Bodies where lif^ zni(;ht yet ahi||e« 
And^ ever as the Knight bdbel«^(^ 
Those mournful shadows go« 
Terror and high^kEnpatience ssiilied. 
The fate of f^nds to know 


XXV. 

Then sadliphe withdrew his eye 
From scene Death’s dar^ pageantry* 
Shaped out in ga^lio strange* 

And bent it on thewiew below, 

• r 

The southern transept’s gorgeous show. 

In long andlwdered rang^’ 

Of chantry, chapel* and of shrine. 

Where lights for ever were to shine. 

And priests for ever—Bver pray 
For soul of those, whose udfl!||tal clay 
Within the still, oold marble lay. 

On high, the broad round arches t||^. 

That prop the central tower. 

Where, noilh and south, pi^long raoi goes. 
That eithe/ transept grandly sho^ 

In full perspective ftawer 
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jpimly tho# arches huz^ in xii^hly 
iDteminable 

While rose the j^en to Tiev> 

The distant torch tk^.sbadows threw 

• I 

Broad« dark^ and far j^r^mndU 
Like Warders o'er this gloomy ^uild> 
^Those Norman stood and frownedK 

XXVI. 

On either side, in transejg^wall, 

When^rise four pointed arc^ggi^amall, 

J^ow tSleni, dark and lone 
Four ded^ted chapels lay, 

Receding from t|||Ope|||i%*ay, 

Whence rose due orison. 

Tapers beamed on each altar there, 

'Mid image carved and picture fair. 

In one the priest sang ni^tly prayer 
For Tynemouth's Prior, Delamere, 

Once ruler of the Abbey here. 

Not that witliin this chapel's shade, 

Ilis coffined bones were 

But in the chancel, graved on brass, 

t r 

His stately foim/rvith mitrcti head. 
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Still guards Us lovir and rilent bed, 

^ * 

Where he such hapg|p hours £d pw. 
Calm is the countenance and wisau 

0!f%, 

With lids, that shade the^ thoughtful eyes. 
So exquisite the gtaven plate. 

So fine the form, so old the kate, 

Ob ! may itHbg be spared the falbr 
Of other sad i^morials near, 

Tom ruthlessl^ffom reverend bier 
Of abbot, knight, of pript and peer. 


XXVII. 

As now the Stranger caught some strain, 
Memorial of the lilrly slain, 

Or heard tha tender notes that plead 
P^r freed from mortal weed, 

Pity and grief his^eyes op|h*essed. 

And tears fell on his warrion breast ; 
Such requiem might his* father need*! 

He turned him from the moving strain, 
And pac^ the gallcry^ditn again ; 
Wil^l^uick uAeipial step helbed. 

And oft that gallery retraced 
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« <y 

Oace> as he reached the forther end. 
Another pathway, low and smaU^ 
Winding withiBT'th^ eastward wall. 
Seemed liar away to bend. 

EHtf OP THB SIXTH CANTO. 



CANl^'O Vrt. 

SCf!N£ IN TH£ MONAHTERT. 

I. 

The Warrior stood^ and%|panrelled where 
The ^ret way he spied might 
Whether to turret high in air. 

Or to some penitoce*cell below ; 

When, as he looked, a beam of light 
l^awned through the gallery’s long night. 
He passed upon that silent way. 

And came where many a dartihg ray 
Through the broad Saxon moulding stray 
Of a deep, jealous door. 

With massy iron studded o*er. 

Undlhsed it stood, yet noughtibetween 
Of cell, or winding stair was ^een. 
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He paused, and anxious bent bjs head. 

For a faint unilii^ seemed to rise. 

Like that of moun^ o’er the dead F 
He would not murner's tears, surprise. 

But 9pon the murmur died remote> 

Nor any sounds on silenc^^oat. 

It might havcf oome from hearse of death. 

In chancel-aisle, unseen, beneath. 

He passed the jealous Saxop door. 

And stepped upc^g a covered floor 1 
Within appeared a chamber small. 

Crowned with a vaxilting, rich and tall. 

With slender central staflT for stay. 

Whence the traced branch of leaf ind flower 
Spread, like shadomng sum|ner- bower, 
Wliere evening's slantcbeama stray. 

lUa 

A velvet*curtain, drawn aside, 

Showed bay-recess, of fretwork pride, 

^^ere, <%tlie window's stately brow. 

Vision of angels strove to glow. 

As waiting orison below ; 
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For there an altar was array^, 

And consecrated tapers shone^ 

That such poor feeble homage paid^ 

As mortals pay by fon^a alon^ 
Beneath that curtain's sweeping Imd 
Were anci^t reliques, set in gold ; 

And^ open on the altar, 8|| 

A missal, gold and velvet bound. 

And m the step, just pressed by knee, 

A cushion 'broidered rdund. 

The down had not regained it's sheen. 
Where the low bended knee had been. 

Yet there no living step was seen. 

IV. 

lihe moon kept her still wa^ on high, 
'Mid surges of a stormy sky ; 

And, on the fretted window's ^ane. 
Illumined the rich pencilled stain 
Of groups, that wake and die. 

As sweeps the varying shadow by. 

Now, as those angel-forms appear 
And vani^ in the shaded uir,^ 
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Most Strangely seemed' each traasieiit face 
• 

Some guardian spirit of the place. 

A moment stood the Kni^Lt to gaae 
Upon this chapel's cycling bound ; 

The blazoned walls showed helpful phrase. 
And the h^h scenes ai§ holy ground. 
O'er an iuched do(^^ that caught his view, 
St. Andrew's shielded sign he knew. 
Carved on the stone, and, close beside, 
This Abbey's mitre-crest of pride, 

Another shield, with wheat-sheaf, near. 
Spelt of the Abbot ruling here, 
Wheathampstede of the lengthened4i^ 
A moment stood the K^pght, to gaze 
Upon the beilding form above. 

As watchful in its fretted cove. 

The sainted bishop^— Bishop Blaize. 

VI. 

Another form, of air serene, 

Above th6 Saxon door was seen : 

Saint Duivstan, he, whose harp all lone 
fiirilMKial tone. 
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As if from airy choir^ at ere. 

Whom mortal eyes may not perceive. 

With careful pa^e the Stranger»viewed 
Thatf Saint's enraptured attitude,^ 

A crystal lanip> suspended high, 

Xouched with keen light his upward eye ^ 

As if a beam of heavenly thy 

Fell, while he watched a seraph'^way, 

And listened, in mute ecstasy 
The slow ascending strains decay. 

So fine*the passion of his eye. 

It seemed to speak both tear and sigh ; 

'V. 4 

And the fallen drop upon his cheek 

Spoke Biore tShan words themselves maf speak. 

He passed the door Vith cautious triad ; 

It to a vaulted chamber led, 

Witli storied tapestry dressed around'; 

A screen of carved oak was it's bound. 

In lofty oriel, light and rich, 

O'ercanopied, like mural niche, 

King Ofik, as the mocnbeamfsiglide. 

Glimmered, in pall of purple ^de.; 
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Above^ the trefoil-traced pane 
Displayed^ in bright and varied stain, 

Th* allusive arkns, or cognizance. 

Of Abbots, ]^ngdeparted» thence. 

This bay looked on the^platform green 
Of Abbot's cloister, that was seen 
In streamy light and slairting shade, 

Sj the tall transept's turret made. 

Prfdm it's bowed roof a silvef^^ight 
Hung, and a trembling radiance shed 
O'er the worn brow and hoarj^ head 
(With snow of seventy winters white) 

Of a lone form, that sat beneath 
Pallid and still, as slihpe of dehth. 

The Abbot,' in his ihitred chair. 

Wearied with grief and watch, slept there. 
And, from such deep and kind repose. 
Such seeming peace of heart as now 
Beams blessedness around his brow. 

Oh ! must he wake to former woes ? 

VIII. 

To the am^ed Kni^t tvho near him stood. 
He seemed a Saint in tranced mood. 
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Or who had breathed his soul away» 

And left below the pallid day 
Impressed with sign of hearenly J^lissf 
Instead of mortal happiness. 

On the high desk beside him lay 

The blessed Sriptures, shown *by light 

V 

Of waxen tapers^ branching there-- 
The study, that had closed his day^ 

And calmed the terroku of the xilght 
With heavenward hope and heart-felt prayer. 
His crown of earthly honour stood 
Behind him, and a purple hood 
Half j^rouded, in it’s stead, the snow 
That slept> like moonlight, on his brow ; 

I^is vest aiiilftiulicle of gold. 

His ample train of graceful fold. 

And ail the pomp, that liad orfayed 
His presence, when the King was by. 

Now dropped as cumbrous pageantry ; 

He wore his robe of etening-shade. 

IX. 

The Stran|;er, careful, watche^ this vest ; 

Scarce breathed the sigh,^that.heavM his breast. 
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Nor even the gaidltlet-hands ungrasped» 
That, on his first approadi, he clasped ; 

Nor did his liftedi|j;ep advance. 

Lest any souttid might bre^ the trance, 
That spread it’s blowing veil of peace 
Upon the sorrows m that face. 

So rapt the Warrior stood and still, 

His very plume obeyed his mil, 

Ni# waved, nor tr^iSmbled oi#the air, 

But watched, like mourning honours, there. 

X. 

Changed were sleep’s soothing visions now ; 
A frown shot o’er the father’s brow. 

He breathed a deep, yet feeble moan. 

As If his dreams had sorrow known ; 

And shuddering with the mutt^d tone, 
The fancied grief, hifMsenses own, 

He starts. A knight in armour there ! 

In silence by his. sleeping chair ! 

How has he passed, unheard, unseen, 
those, who wait without the screen — 

The page and chaplain Araiting there f 

• ^ ^ 

An armed knight before his chair ! 
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XI. 

He gazed^ with startled^ anxious eye. 

Yet marlced^ as soared the pltun^on Jugh> 

The mimic red-rose^ blooming by^ 

And, where the vizor overspread 

Eyes, whose keen fire, through Pity's tear, 

A softened, trembling lustre shed^, 

(As stars through fleecy clouds appear.) 

B) ttiat red-rose and gttotle tear ^ 

He knew a knight of Lancaster ; 

And by that glance, those features bold,’ 

That gallant air, that warlike mould. 

He knew his race and lineage old ; 

And, while his knee the Knight had bent. 

And reveteitly, with humble head, 

Craved shelter in his Abbey's nave, 

IVIeek from his chair the Father leant. 

And, with spread hands, his blessing gave 

And words of kindly import said. 

Baron Fitzharding 4 welcome here. — ** 

The Abbot paused in generous fear. 

Welcome ! alas 1 that ma^ not be, 

• • 

In lodgment with your dbemv. 
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ni-tiome 1 I {8ar,%i this sad lumr. 

Where you may rue Diike lUehar^s poirer ; 
for here, this aigt^, his court he keepa. 
While royal Henry capdiw sleeps." 

XII. 

Now, when he heard his King was there, 
Fitzhardihg all things well could dare. 

To see and greet his royal lord. 

But^ soon the Father's solemn word 
Assured him the tttempt were vain* 

Duke Richard's guard and courtier-train 
So closely hemmed the conquered King, 
That such adventure might even bring 
Death on himielf^ and dread to all 
Sheltered within the AbVby wall* 

Nay, if the Baron here were seen. 

Request and bribd'lE^i^t fail to screen 
From Richard’a^udden rage the life, 

Sought by him foremost in the strife. 

mix. 

^itzharding felt a fli^sh o'erspread 
His cheek~aiid sternly raised his heq^, 
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At mentum of lequ^stftO’^eld' 

His life ^om him be sought in fie^d ; 

But che#«d hi^ speech, ajnd qu^dW his pride. 
While he stood by the Abbot's side. 

The father spoke with pitying sigh^ 

In secret cell you safe may He 
TiU the dark storm has ]>assed by ; 

And such a shrouding cell is nigh, 

. But must be sought without delate 
For even here 'twere death to stay." 

And, while he spoke^ he looked behind 
And listened, in his chair reclined — 

*Twas but the hollow mOaning wind. 

And then he asked By wliat dark way 
The Kifi gilt this chamber did essay ? 

XIV. 

Again a sound ; und now wmjieprd 
A heavy step draw nigh ; 

He left unsaid th’ attempted word. 

And backward turn^ed his eye. 

Where, distant, stretched the oaken screen. 

And paler grew his pallid cheek, 

VOL. III. eo 
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While his dihi jpyea the ibcfit$J^p& seek 
Of one without — ^unseen. 

He signed Fitkharding to depart 
And wait withiUi till signal made ; 

But the firm Warrior’s swelling heart||^ 

His lingering footstep stayed. 

XV, 

Prom the carved screen and ante-room 

A Monk^ with countenance of gloom. 

Came forth with feeble pace and slow. 

With frequent pause and stated bow ; 

The shaven circlet on his head 
/ 

No scapular)^ dark o’erspr^, 

Nor dimmed the pale lines on Ids brow, 

Or the faint downcast eye below; 

Yet, as he came with sullen tread, 

No word of fear or h^pe he said> 

TUI he had reached the Father’s chair# 

And bent him low in reverence there. 

Then faint he spoke — ** D^ke Richard sends 
He my I«ard Abbot s will attends.” 
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KVI. " 

Scarce haa he said, when martial stride^ 
Quicks &rm^ and true> was heard without 
A page the folded door threw widCj 
Ancf then o^lise a distant shout 
Of men exulting in their choice • 

From court beyond ; and nearer voice 
Affecting to restrain the cheer^ 

As ill-timed and unseemly here ; 

Then steps again, and ring of steel 
From chainlet and from armed heel. 

That voifte burst on Fitaharding near> 

Like trumpet on the chai|^er*8 ear. 

And even the Abbot 'tf* warning glance 
Might scarce restrain the Knight’s advimee ; 
Titt the pale Father waved his hand 
With look of absolute command. 

And pointed whither he should go ; 

So panted he to meet the foe. 

Who held his royal master, low. 

No time fti* speech, or w ord, of grace ; 

So near and rapid was the pace. 
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He scarce might close the C?hapel 
EJre thitDiike trod the Abbot's floor. 
Such present became him well, 
Whose lengthened councils and debate 

* n 

So long had made the Father wait^ 
And kept him front his nightly cell 
Beyond the hour liinmdf had named. 

For urging rights himself had claimed. 

XVII. 

Now, where small Gothic window drew 
It s open tracery in the wall ; 
Fitz)iarding, all unseen, might view 
Oiiice Richafd in the All>ot s hall ; 
And, with stern interest, survey 
How he had borne Uni battle-day : — 

He, whom, last seen in narrow space, 
Fitzharding challenged face to face ; 

And surely had him prisoner made, ^ 

But for his henchmen's sadden aid. 

Now by the AbboUs ch/iir 
He sat, with proud yet troubled air ; 

Hxs plume and casque were laid aside. 
For lighter cap^ of crimson pride. 
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Graced with Hie budding rose of snow : 

Dark was his eye^ and flushed his hrow : 

111 pleased he ^emedj though conquei^r^ 

As if ibut loftier sufferer’^#. 

And weariness his face overspread. 

Rough was each word^ and hoarse^ he said ; 
For loud command^ debate and fray 
Had worn his voice, through that long day. 

XVIIl. 

He came to claim the Abbot^s word, 

That he would not in secrecy 
Shield a Lancastrian » 

And some were even there, he heard,— 

Some, he well knew, were in these lyalls, 
B^ady anew to stir up brawls : 

Each such he claimetl for prisoner ; 

They had provoked the cruel war. 

The Abbot, mild, yet firm, replied,— 

The Churcli must shelter those, wCo sought 
For sanctuary at her side ; 

Not mock the laws she always taught. 

He would not, dared not brea]^ her laws, 
However high^he temporal cause< 
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If snch men were these walls within,** 

Here must ifet, unsought^ unseen* 

He craved thfe Duke* would not |vro£i^e 
The rights his duty must Aiaintain. 

The. 

Richard gave prompt and brief reply, 

That lightly he would neW defy 
The Church's right of ^nctuary ; 

But these were times when such Church law 
Would loose the chain, that held in awe 
The guilty and the dangerous man. 

He would not answer fq| the end, 

How strict soe'er his orders ran. 

If his men found an enemy 

Were screened in aisle or monastery ; 

Then must the Churdi heredf defend ! 
Twere better silently to jield, 

For once, the sanctuary's shield. 

And point where foes migfat^ie concealed ; 
Lest blood the Abbey-pavement stain. 

And all the Church’s guard were vain. 
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XX. 

He paused — ^the Father ^nt sdie,* 
Reluctant to provoke debate. 

Though scornful of Duk% Richard’s threat ; 

And, when his look the threatejier’s met, 

• • 

His trembling limbs confessed his ire, 

And^ his eyes flashed with transient fire, 

That glowed an instant on his cheek. 

And thus his thronging thoughts might speak 
If blood on sacred ground be shed. 

The piyiishment is sure and dread/' 

XXI. 

The prudent Abbot ceased awhile. 

And calmed his eye and smoothed his brow 
jg'or he had 'seen Duke Ridiard’s smile— 
Dark smile of scorn ! portending woe. 

I will not vouch my soldierf grace. 

No, not in Alban's diariest place ! 

His very shrine may be profaned ; 

His very shroud with gore be stained : 

Yield then my enemies in peace. 

And ther all fear, and care n^ay cease." 
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XXII. 

T%e Fatlier, risin^firom tiis chair, 

r 

In horror of Duke Richard's speeclij 
And heedless 4>f such foas or care^ 

Disdained all wordsj that would beseech 
And thus he said, An instant doom 
Falls on* the wrJkdi, if such there be. 
Who violates St. Albaiijk tomb. 

Or trespasses on sanctuary 1 
Of all St. Alban’s sons, not one 
' Dut would avenge his Saint, or die. 

And triumph in such glory won. 

And yield his life without a sigh ! 

And, for the rest, if soldier dare 
Rive private door or private stair. 

Or climb, in sordid search of prey, — 
For the last Ban let^iini prepare, ' 

The ^an I shudder biit to say ! 

Tliink you, my lord, I will^ ]>etniy 
My church, or break her smallest law ? 
Her thunders still her foes shall awe. 

To her bi^ power th^n, yield the sway. 
The power, that feven kings obey ! 
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With reverend slep tfead honoured ground ^ 

With proud submission guard hor bound/^ 

XXIIf. 

Faintness came o'er the Father’s face ; 

He paused ; then said with milder grace, 

My lord, you granted Abbej^guard ; 

Give us not mockery for ward.-^ 

Now, spare my age and wearied state ; 

Spare me yet longer-drawn debate." 

XXIV, 

Lord Abbot ! if, within your walls, 

By monkish hand one soldier falls. 

Blood will o’erflow your aisles, your halls : 

Revenge will then be soldiers* food !** 

Here Richard curbed his angry mo^ ; 
i*hen coldly said he would not keep 
The Father from his timely i^eep. 

Doubtless the guard woulid still prove good, 

While it was viewed with gratitude ; 

But certain chie^ wjhom he would name. 

It was his lirm resolve to claim : 

o 6 





They were hid^ as he had proof/' 

And sheltered *neal||^ his Abbey's roof ; 

Those daiigerous men must be resign^ 

As the good monks would favour find." 

Fitzharding, in the chapel near, 

When he Duke Richard's lofty wordj 
Demanding certain* c^ftains, heard^ 

Pelt shuddering dread for kinsn^n dear. 
Breathless attention now he paid 
To hear eadi claim, that Richard made. 
At^rstj^as every name went by. 

This was tlie Father's prompt reply. 

He knew not that such Chief was here ; 
He might be — laid upon his bier." 

Duke Richard then Earl D'Arcy named. 
And the Knight's sire fpr prisoner claimed. 
The Abbot paused ; then faltering said. 

He lies within the Abbey — dead I" 

XXVI. 

In sudden shock of grief, the son 

Clasped his strong gauntlet bands on hi^ 
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• 

And moved withjbaa^ step of one. 

Who every fortune would de||^ 

Duke Richai^ turned a distant glance ; 

His looks his true surmise reveal ; 

Methought I heard the clash of steel ! " 

That voice recalled the Knight to sense ; 

He checked the footstep in advance. 

111 might his dread the Abbot hide, 

*% 

Or the Duke’s searjphing eye abide. 

As sternly from his chair he rose 
The lurking danger to expose : — 

I pray — Lord Abbot — pardon me. 

If I suspect an enemy/’ — 

My Lord, no enemy is near. 

Whom* you have any cause to fear. 

• I* 

Pass not into my private cell. 

Forbear, my Lord ! — it wer%not -well." 

The Abbot’s voice with terror shook. 

But prudently he ruled his look. 

XXVII. 

Duke Richard paused, and turned away. 
Awed partly by this just reproof ; 

But he* had motives, too, siioof 
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From such os on the surface lay^ 

For yielding to th^ Abbot's sway. 

This sudden crash of hidden arms/’ 

He said,^j^f^ might justify alarms.” — 

$ 

No hidden arms a!*e here, my lord ; 

And trust, I pra*y, my solemn word 
(The Abbot spoke to be o'erheard) 

Who first that sacred ground assails. 

Be he or enemy or friend. 

On him the Ban of Church prevails ; 

And he beneath that scourge shall bend. 

XXVIll. 

Slowly the Duke resumed his chair, 

** 'Tis well !” he said ; s<i let it (iu*e ; 

For that same chief, whom lust I named. 
In this day’s fatal business famed — 

For him, he rests within your wall, 

But not beneath the fuucrat! pall ; 

He lives within your Abbey gate ; 

In chamber near, perchance, nn^y '^ait.” — 
He viewed the chapel-door, and frowned, 
Where the son sheltered in it’s bound. 
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Thrilled by condictin^ hopes and fears^ 

Tliose words of unmeant comfort hears. 

XXIX. 

Vainly the Father might deny 
• • 

Such Chief >vere here in sanctuary ; 

As vainly Richard spoke of pfoof,* 

That he now. lived beneath this roof. 

The Abbot told of monks, who viewed 
The body stretc^ied upon a bier. 

And borne through aisle and chancel near ; 
Such solemn j)roof could not didude ! 

The corpse passed Abbot Hugo’vS tomb. 

At evening-bell, through twiljght gloom, 
While cliantry-iwiests bewailed his doom ! 

XXX. 

*These words o’crheard, swift to the heart 

o 

Of the pale son their poiso% dart. 

But Richard's accents, "once again. 

Assuaged the keenness of his pain : 

He almost loved, hia direst foe. 

Who thus threw hope upon his woe : 

How might they view," Duke Richard said, 
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The visage of the warrior diad. 

If o'er it eVening-gloom were spread 
The Abbdt sadly smiled^ and sighed, 

And falteringly, again replied : 

The tapers on that chantry-shrine. 

As solemn witnesses, did shine 
Pull on the dead man’s brow ; 

So those who chaunted requiem, know.” 

XXXI. 

Duke Richard said, That might not bb. 
He had himself strange certainty— 

Strange tale ! — he would not farther speak 
Of that, which made the bravest weak. 

Of Superstition's gloomy spell ; 

But clear and simple fact would tell.” 

And then he sfK>ke of certain men, 
Pikemen, on guard wthin the pordb^ 

(The curfew-bell was soun^^i|gf then) 

Who saw that Knight, in arms all plain, 
March by and pass beneiilh the arch. 

Or saw him rather run than march, — 

They saw him by their own wat<;h*’toi^ • 
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He went before a warn^ dead. 

Yet heard they' not liis iron tread, 

Though in arms from heel to hqid. 

It might be that he 8tep|^ so light 
To 'scape unknown the pikemen's sight. 

They did not challenge him, 'twas true ; 

But he passed clearly to their view. 

His vizor up, liis beaver down. 

Disclosed the hxtneSvS of his frown ; 

Yet could they not his face have seen, 

Like gbaAly shade," they said, between, 
(Richard gave smile of satire keen) 

But that a warder dropped his pike, 

Wliich he might think just raised to, Strike, 
And, a*s he turned a sudden glance, 

t 

Seeming to couch l^is demi-lance, 

Their torch flashed full uporwhis brow. 

And showed the frowlii^ eye below. 

Yet checked they not his path, through dread 
Of thwarting spirit of the dihd ! 

But, fixed by terror of his eye, 

Watched him in warlike ma^h pass by. 
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Thus to their Knight they Story told 
©f spectre* of a warrior cold. 

Such struhge and wayward humours swaj 
Men, who dread nought, on battle day V* 

XXaiI. 

He ceased, while grate the Abbot sate, 

As pondering on some tale of fate ; 

And on his face an awful thrill 

Spoke, more than words, some dread of ill. 

Duke Richard felt that thrilling look ; 

His mind with wondering doubt was shook; 
Aud, tlrfuigh he scorned each nionkish spell, 
A secret dread he might not quell 
Lay on his soul, like sullen gloom 
On hills, ere yet the storm is come. 

He spuke not ; all was still around 
In the wide chamber’s dusky bound,— 

So still, you might have hei^ the sound, 
Far oif and doubtful .to tiie ear,* 

Of that low, sullen thunder growl. 

From clouds, tliat <m th’ horizon scowl«- 
The herald of the storm’s career !— 
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So still, you might have heard ti cry 
Of faint lament from distant aisle ; 

Or step, in secret gallery, 

Stefjing upon some deed of guile ; 

Or whisper in the Chapel nigl^ 

Of the lone Knight's heavy sigh. 

XXXIII. 

Still mused the Sire in deepest thought, 

Ilis look with fearful meaning fraught. 

'Twas strange !" (at length he raided his face) 

« 

Such warlike port and silent pace I 
And strange that soldiers at a glance 
Should stand a])palled, nor step advance 
To thwart a living warrior, 
fVoin whom in light they would not stir." 

He mused again, with brow intent ; 

Wliile Richard, silent, forward bent. 

The Father raised not%p his head. 

While, pausing oft, he slowly said. 

If such an image they have 
I guess it wore not earthly mien. 

It might- be spirit lingering ^^ear 
It s mortal corpse, borne on the bfer. 
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And that same hour of curfew, too, 

c AT 

Tended to make the tale ^eem tme* 

9 

That the guar^ faile d to sumfeion^ straight^ 
Some reverend priest to tit' Abbey gate 
I marvel much : for such good men 
Were gathered round the wounded theni 
Whose presence and whose single word 
Had stronger proved than pike or sword/' 

XXXIV. 

Duke Richard checked a scornful smile^ 

And said^ with meaning fraught with guile, 
Earl D'Arcy lives ; his son, perchance. 
May rest here in some mortal trance. 

And, by a "Strong similitude^ 

Hare caused his semblance to delude. 

But, if he live — that younger Knight, 

Who sought me in this nun^ng's fight, 

Baron Pitsharding 1 would 

Though fire and sword should thwart my aim. 

Nay, wife or kinsman I would take. 

Till he surrendered fbr their sake i’* 
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XEXV. 

It could not be such knight, my Lord — " 
The Abbot checked his thoughtlessWordi 
And paused confused ; then tried to ^eak 
While sudden crimson flushe<} his^heek; 
And, when again he raised his brow. 

He met Duke Richard^s searching glance^, 
Fixed, watchful, o'er his silent trance. 
And reading all Ids fears might show, 

•• That knight,” said Richard, ” in the fray, 
I drove in headlong fliglit-away— " 

Guileful he spoke— He fled my blow. 

And fell by other hand, they say '* ' 
Agaii^thc Duke his dark eye bent 
•Upon the Abbot's face, intent. 

XXXVI. 

But, ere the Father nOgU reply, 

The Baron's step in^^hapel nigh 
Confirmed his fearful agony. 

Not tamely could Fitzharding hear 
Richard's false tales of flight and fear. 

His iKsart and every jaerva throbbed lygh 
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With indignation and disdain 
Of yielding to so foul a stain. 

He turned toward tlfe chaniber^door 
(So, for a moment, did he 
To dare his artful slanderer. 

And grasped his sword — but checked his rage 
For shall the Father’s chilling age 
Be shocked with view of human gore, 

Shed— even his feeble sight before ? 

And — for himself — was this a time 
T6 seek a contest, when no crime 
Could sdem so great as victorjs 
Or rouse such fell malignity. 

Or place him in such jeopardy ? 

XXXVII. 

‘But Richard had that footstep) heiird, 

And, w'hile his eye with anger burned. 

He sternly to the Abb^)t turned. 

And claimed again his solemn word. 

Truly and promptly now to tell 
What footstep paced within his cell. 

He guessed that place did foe conceal, 

^ For surely it was foot of steel. 
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He grasped his daggA* while he spoke. 

So did the thought liis rage provoke. 

The Father, that the Knight miglit hear, 

• • 

Spoke loud — Aly Lord, upon this ground 
tou have not enemy to fear ; 

No man so desperate may be lound 
To threaten life, or draw blood here." 
The Duke’s dark aspect proved too well 
He read the Abbot's warning speech. 
And that he judged within the cell 
An enemy lay in his reach. 

He answered, Ere from hence I go. 

You must yourself. Lord Abbot, show 
Who clad in arms, what warrior bold, 
Make^ a monk's cell his secret bold. 

*He bears, perchance, some noble name, 
And has achieved liigh dee(Jj> of fume ; 

Yet — him for prisoner I claim !" 

xxxvin. 

While to these worjls his taunting eye 
Gave double, point and energy. 

He rose, and near the Chapel drew ; 

But with delibernteiStep lie went, 
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And gesture made^ as if to sue 
' The Abbot for his full consent ; 

And signedj that he should lead the way^ 
And from his cell dislodge the prey* 

The Father, seeing it were vain 
Longer the struggle tC maintain^ 

Sought only to ward off the blow. 

And ^varn the sheltered Knight to go* 
Toward the chapel, lingering slow. 

He paced, and s|K>ke in lofty tone 
Duke Richard's name, and would alone 
Have passed ; but this increaiied distrust. 
And Richard, straiirlit. the portal burst ! 

XXXIX. 

All sullenly he gazed around 

The pillared Chaj>ers lighted bound ; 

A gloomy fire flaslied in his eye. 

The lightning of a stormy sky ; 

Knight, priest, nor warrior, then* was found. 
But, when he saw St. Dunstan’s door. 

He strode athwart the solid lloor ; 

And, with a firm, impatient grasp. 

Struggled to force the ifon-c?‘u»p. 
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St. Dunstan seemed the pass to guard» 

The Saxon door held iaithfdl ward. 

XL. 

The Abbot, now ne more subdned 
Bf terrors for the Knight, 

Quickly regained his tranquil moocV 
And stood upon Ids right 
Of undisturbed possession there, 

Whether of chamber, cell, or stair. 

He grieved intrusive step to see, 

Profhne his private sanctuary. 

Duke Richard coldly said, ^^'Tvvas plain 
His enemies had not been thought 
That sanctuary to profane. 

Or here they had not refuge sought/* 

XLI. 

He sjx)ke ; and pointed to the sword 
The Knrght had laid, with ])ious word, 

Upon the altar nigh. 

When he had there himself resigned, 

Where only lie could comfort find, 

And balm for misery ! 
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Duke Richard held the fwomi aloof 

Before the Abbot, in sure proof 

He there had screened some enemy ; 

That sXvord the Father might not see 

But with a mingled agony 

Of gratitude, r^sjiect and fear. 

For him, who was', alas ! too near. 

' 0 

XLII. 

With saintly smile the Abbot viewed 
This offering of a mind subdued ; 

Duke Richard, in amazement, frowned. 

And every generous thought disowned. 
Some way he h<»pSl to find, ere 

Alight reach those hid wiAin thesis walls. 
Whose shelter he thought )>itter wrong. 

Liord Abbot ! whatsoe'er befalls. 

Blame not the deeds may hence ensue ; 
These deeds hav« been provoked by you t 

, XX.III. 

With haughty eye and cheek, that huriied, 
Straight to the Abbot's hall he turned, 
Clearing the falchion <»f his foe. 

While VcMgeance dart siit his brow. 
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A parting ge^^ure slight he |^ve ; 

Stately the Abbot st&A and grave^ 

Nor sought^ by look, or argumentyt 
To win his passions to relei;|t. 

And, as he drew near to the screen, 

§ 

The Abbot's page, with hunitle mien, 

Brought message brief from Warwick's lord,^ 
Required Duke Richard's present word 
On subject high, that might ^ot wait 
The board were sitting in deb£lte. 

xLir. ^ 

Straight, Richard to the council went ; 

And thus, in mutnal discontent. 

Parted the victor and the sire — 

The victor* tghh disdainful ire, ^ 

The Abbot, with a xn^k desire 
To save Fitnbarding’s threatened life-. 

And keep from sacr^egious strife. 

From envious and irreverend search. 

His Abbey-precincts and Kis Church* 

He sought the Knight ; but still his guard, 
The Saxon door, hdld sturdy wai^ 

VOL. III. p 
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No voice beyond in gallery 
Gave to*his friendly call jjeply ; 

And, i<ith a weary sigh, he sought 

His cell, though peopled *twas ivith thought, 

With spectre^'Cares of many a day. 

Still thronging wh^re he silent lay : 

There he resolved awhile to lie. 

Hoping Fitzharding might be nigh. 

. XLV. 

Wearied and worn wi\\\ grief and fears, 
Vainly he mourned, that at his years 
He took the burthen up again 
Of Abbey-honours he thought vain, 

And had resigned, foreseeing crime 
And tumult in this fearful time ; 

c 

But, weary of a long repose. 

He, whom, his gratr^I monks re-chose, 
Resumed his honours at life''8 close, 

To be the lord and tjlave of men. 

And now was come that evil day, 

When the land bore divided sway. 
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Behold him |iow» in mitred chair 
Of «i1e, of honour and of. care ; 

Behold his trembling age reclined 
On thorny pillows, T)rojdered o’er 
With pageantries, that ceased to blind 
The vanities of years before ; 

And hear him mourn his comfort dost, 
Wisdom, o'ercome by love of power. 

The peace of age by worldly passion tossed. 

XLVI. 

Yet kindly conscious was the thoughts 
That his last toil had not been vain, 

To save from rage, or thirst of gain,. 

His Abbey, nigh to ruin brought. 

His care tod rescued her from woe. 

And bade her former grandeu#glow ; 
Repaired her walls and cloisters grey. 

And o’er them thro^m the tint(^d ray 
(Through window's traced with legend story ) 
Of tinted lights of ]\felancholy ; 

Such as she loves to muse beneath, 

Whether with rose, or cypress wreath, 

/2 
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(Rapture and sadness meek, in emblem thel^) 
When the last, western gleam 
Sh(M)ts a trembling beam 
O’er the l)old Norman arcfc and walks afar ; 
And Evening’s choral hymn, the while,. 

Swells high, and falls along the aisle. 


END OF THE SEVENTH CANTO. 



CANTO VITI. 


.SOLEMN WATCH WITHIN THE ABBEY. 


Fitzharding, when his steps withdrew 
(Hard Viuniph gained!) from Richard's view. 
Resolved, while through the gallery's shade 
Indignantly and sad he strayed, 

To learn at once his father's fate. 

Nor the securer hour await ; 

And o’er the aisle ha bent to 

If there the Monk, his guide*inight Ik*. 

11 . 

Changed was the solemn scene below, 

Where monks with stillness, to and fro. 

Had l>orne the dead to phiee of rest, 

Or shrived the spirit, w’hile pi^est 
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<Itlough with so transient potency) 

Of frail home of mortality. 

Now from tbs aisles the crowd was gone : 

By the deatH-torch^ the.Watch-m^ask lone 

Stood dimly o*er the blood-stained bier. 

Seeming some* shadowy shape of Pear ! 

While that torch, strange, a grisly hue 

O’er the dead warrior’s visage threw. 

Now heavy-falling steps around 

f^o more di^urbed the distant ground ; 

The bearers from their toil reposed ; 

The cloister's distant door was closed ; 

Prom chantry-tomb and chapel nigh 

Was sunk the^oothing minstrelsy : 

All in the aisle was hushed in death, 

« 

When Clement ventured from beneath. 

jii. 

He ventured on the secret stair 
To warn Fitzharding to beware ; 

For, ’mong the bands of Richard’s hdbt. 

Who round the Abbey-porches lay. 

Short words, o'erheard at whiles and lost, 

t • 

Proveb, that .they watched Lfancastrian prey. 
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Their enemies, the^ sakL, had found 
Refuge within the Abbey -bound. 

Church-law with taunt gf scorn they named ; 
Talked of good sword" and Churchman tamed." 
Theif earnestly he urged the Knight 
To rest in gallery that night. 

IV, 

Fitzharding paused not, ere he said, 

Too long had he the torture proved 
Of hope and fear for those he loved, 

To suffer any w’eightier dread. 

Concealed he would no longer stay, 

But search where dead or wounded lay. 

Then asked he if the Monk had sgien 
A lifeless warrior-chief borne by 
St. Hugo's tomb at diusk of e'en. 

When priest sung in his chantry nigh. 
Btlt.Cl<?ment at such hour had slept. 

Worn out with vigils he had kept. 

The chantry-monk, who requiem sung, 

Dwelt in St. Julian's subject-cell ; 

And there had duly gone, when rung 
That Zell's accustomed evening-bell. 
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V. 

Again the Monk Fitsharding warned. 
Dangers unseen might not be scorned ; 

u * 

And there were teoihers in the aisle 
Would willingly his steps beguile, 

If a Lancastrian knight they knew ; 

But, if he still the worst muslil^are, 

A monkish garment he would spare, 

flight shade him slightly from their view. 
The Baron liked not frock and hood, 

As covering for a spirit brave ; 

But fully spoke his gratitude. 

And, farther, did the watclmwd crave. 

VI. 

In earnest speech then craved the Knight 
The^ counter-signal for the night. 

‘ Peace be on earth !* shall l>e y^ur guide. 
And shield you through this Abbey wide ; 
But if, as knight, you rashly show 
Your rank, — though cxised from top to toe. 
You cannot 'scape the secret hate. 

That dwells in our divided stale. 
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Duke Richard’s soldiers are abroad ; 

where. Sir fcnighlf is your good sw^rd 

vif. 

Fitzharding, as from dream amazed* 

On Abe disarmed scabba^ gazed ; 

And now, of weapon’s aid bereft, 

(No other •means of .jipfety left) 

He yielded to a proffered guise ; 

And o’er his stately harness threw 
The Benedictine draperies 

Of ample width and sable hue. 

He doffed the plumage from his brow. 

But kept the casque of steel below ; 

O'er which a monkish cowl was thrown; 
That hid his visage in it’s frown. 

viir. 

Clement, ere to the aisle he lid, 

Th^se parting words of warning said : — 

“ Now mark the way 1 bid you go. 

And step with prudent care and slow. 

For warrior’s step may ill agree 

With cloistered man’s %anquillity.. 

p 5 
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Pass Dot athwart the nare^ 1 fray. 
Though there may lie yourlBioite^ way; 
For in the cloister-pier, beside. 

Darkling, a waSali<»ihonk doth abide ; 

Nor pass thu^oir before thb shrine. 

For, there the wonted tapers shine. 

And watchers in the gallery iffait. 

And guard that place, with solemn state ; 
But bv the shrine of Humphrey inarch, 
Then onward, through the eastern arch 
That leads behind St. Alban's bier ; 
llien through our Lady's Porch, and here 
Step quietly, like sandalled man. 

Or chamel-nionk thy gsdt will scait* 

Our Lady's Shrine go thou not nigh ; 

The chantry of St. Blaize pass by. 

The Altar ok four-wax liohtb shun. 
And the Bast turret’s lurking stair ; 

The Abbey’s northern porch beware. 
Without, Duke Richard’s soldiers wait — 
Our guard, or — ^as may be-— our fate !" 
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IX. 

Then tuni thee on Khig OfFa'e insle, 

Who^ Trom the roof, shal^on thee smile ; 
Pause ^not^ nor look^ tiH thou hMt<gBined 
The»Tran8ef)t at the western end> 

Where shrined Amphibalas is^laid ^ — 

Then, s|>edd thou to -the deeper shade. 

But if thy steps are watchM, then wend 
Wliere IMichael and j§t. Patem bend. 

To guard the northern transept's bound ; 
Within a turret-stair is found. 

That l&ads to thin arched wall, on high. 
Where thou, as here, secure may'st lie. 

So fare thee well ! I bless thy way. 

And will assist thee as I may.’* 

Ere hasty thanks the Knight could pay, 
Clement upon tlfe aisle looked out ; 

No shape appeared of priest, or scout. 

He signed Fitzharding swift away. 

X. 

Long watched the Monk^ where, on the aisle. 
The Warrior trod in his dark weed ; 
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Ill might such stalk his rank Issguile, 

Or ngurp be for monk^s received. 

He watched hhn by Dtike Jlumphrey's tomb. 
Where, from the rooTs Kgkt filagr^, 
Blazed tapers through the vaulted, gloom. 
While voices sung bis obsequy. 

He watched him through the eastern arch, 
Where once St. Catherine's story shone 
The Knight has turned on Sfary's Porch, — 
The monk is to his pallet gone. 

XI. 

St. jMary ’s Porch the Knight has turned ; 
'Twas well the toinb«lights dimly burned ; 
They showed not even the windows tall. 

That graced, in firetted state, tlie wall ; 
Nor*yet St. Allmirs Chapel there. 

His arches pointing fine in air. 

Of loftiest grace and beauty rare. 

Eastward Fitzharding cast his eye, 

Beyond St. Mar) 's portal high. 

That sho>ved her in her distant shrine 
Of liU and of eglantine ; 
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Beneath* appeared a dismal sight— 

Her altar^ hung witji sable hue. 

Where yellow tapers ranged to view. 

Shed forth a melanchely light.* 

Fit^harding sighed, whb, all too well. 

The language of those lights poul^ spell ; 

And that •of the faint strain, that rose, 

W^ith voice of soul, from chapel nigh— 

The Sequence for the L.AfiT repose, 

•• 

While yet the dead unburied lie I 
In silent thought awhile he stood, 

With*folded arms and shading hood. 

And deep moan rent his breast ; 

I'hen slowly o'er the gloomy ground 
He drew, to catch the nearer sound 
Of Rest — eternal Rest !" 

XII. 

Sudden, from forth a darkened nook 
A dreary voice spoke near, " Beware !" 

Then paused, and seemed to say, Prepare I" 

It might have come from grave forsook. 
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So strange* so thrilling was the tone. 

,He looke4 the way that wasoing came* 

Low lying waved a dark red flame ; 

He saw that duslcy torch alone> 

Until it’s lengthening gleam lhade known, ^ 
How thick the ne\y-made graves were strewn 
Beyond. He trembled at this sight, 
Musing for whom these graves might wait ; 
What gallant comrades, of the fight* 

W^'hat friend* what kinsman* here thi% night 
hlight come unto his last estate ! 

The grave all still and patient lay* 

As if it knew* though long their stay* 

They might not cheat it of it's prey. 

Sudden* Fitzharding thought* that here 
Would rest* perchance* his father’s bier ! 

With horror struck and deep dismay* 

He turned him from this scene away. 

XIII. 

His step called forth that voice unknown ; 

It muttered in sepulchral tone* 

Beware ! the earth is heaped around ; 

The graves are opened on this ground V* 
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fc)Ullen and dim a form appeared^ 

And the low-lying torah it reared. 

Showing a face to him unknown*; 

It reared the torch, and showed it's own. 

A inrm so tall, so spare *and gaunt 
IMight have been drawn to image lyant ; 

And well \he ghastly face supplied 
The look of one for food had died : 

So livid, pale, so griig, so shrunk. 

The visage of this charnel-monk ! 

Ardent and haggard were his eyes, 

And fhll of evil dark surmise ; 

Yet gleamed, at whiles, all fiery red, 

Just where the cowl its darjLness shed. 

His figure, draped in weed of woe, 

•Did a bossed symbol grimly show, 

Bones and an eyeless head. 

This shape of terror, with no name, 

(While on their wormy verge he stood) 

As home and empire seemed to claim 

The graves, o'er porch and chapel strewed. 
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XIV. 

Jfe held the torch before the ‘Knight ; 

And> whether glance of helmet bright 
Prom forth hk veiling hood might stray. 

Or that the cowl so baffling lay. 

It seemed suspicion to^excite, 

He claimed the watchword of the night. 
And when Fitzliarding said his say. 

And from the porch had passed, away. 

That Monk stood on King Offla’s aisle. 

With folded arms and steps astride. 

And watched him with a lowering smile, 

As though he muttered, 111 betide T' 

The gilded spurs, too suae, I ween. 

Beneath the Knight's dark skirt were seen. 

XV, 

Now when Fitzharding reached the end. 
Where Mercian Offa from the vault 
liooked down, and seemed to bid him halt. 
He turned a backward glaiice to send. 

The Monk was gone but, in his stead. 
Leaned foiward from a pillar’s shade, 

A gauntlet hand and lEielmet head ; 
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Another yet behind s4ood>nearj 

Who in the gloom mi^t scarce appear, 

• And cautious gesture made. 

Far were they from the guard's last torch. 
Just where the Abbey's^northem porch 
And Mary's Ajite-chapel met*; 

Beyond, l^uke Richard's guard was set. 

XVI. 

Abrupt, then in the shade they drew. 

As if to shun Fitzharding’s view. 

The Baron well bethought him then 
Of ^4ie Mcftik Clement's charge 
“ Pause not, nor turn to loi>k again. 

Till you have gained the marge. 

Where the north aisle and transept join*" 
Jle judged this charge important sign. 
And, instant, [tossed upon the wav. 
Where xhe dread nave and transept lay. 
As o'er that scene a glance he gave. 
Where every tomb and lowl}’ grave 

And altar-slab and dim shrine near„ 

* 

Was now a warrior’s bleeding bier. 
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He checked his 8tep> lest suddenly 
^ome face keloved he there nfight see. 

XVII. 

He had been in the front of war. 

Nor ever feared the deadly scar ; 

Had seen his comrade^ fall beside> 

And shrunk not from the battle's tide ; 
Intent alone the foe to stem. 

He felt not for himself nor them ; 

But now^ when zeal^ nor passion^ bore 
Their wonted sway his thronged mind o'er ; 
When stilly he might see and know 
Each written character of woe ; 

And view, perchance, some well-known face. 
All changed and shrunk from living grace ; 
Unconquerable dread arose. 

To meet what Death mi^^ht thus disclose ! 
The animated look^the eye. 

That had so oft, all smilingly^ 

Dwelt on his with a }undly joy,— 

How might he view, now stem and dim, 
B^d not one beam of soul on him ; 
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Nor turn, at sound of step, or voioe, 

? i oft its signal, to r^oice? 

XVIII. 

Scarce could Fitzhardiyg's limbs sustain 
Tfie burden of his shuddering pain ; 

He stood, and on a pillar leahed. 

While some brief moments intervened. 

Brief must they be ; for, even then. 

Behold ! fur off m Offal's aisle. 

With stealthy step, those armoured men, 

Whom he well knew for watchful fruile. 

• • 

Mindful then of the turret near, 

Pointed by Clement's prudent fear. 

He through the northern transept stept, 

Where St. Amphibalus long slept. 

In passing by that gorgeous shrine, 

• ^ 

He to the watch-monks ggve the sign— 

Peace be on earth !" He spake no more ; 

But sought that little turret’s door 

Deep in the anglo, where it lay 

And shaded from the shrine s strong ray. 
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XIX. 

stood^ aftd watched^ some little space, 
On the sad threshold of the place ; — 

That circling stair was still in islmde> 

By thickness of the old wall made. 

But, could he gaiii‘ the gallery. 

The shrine-lights through the tracery, 
Darting so high a feeble ray. 

Would guide him on the narrow* wTiy. 
Fitzharding sought that narrow stair, 

And trod it*s gloomy path w ith care. 

Yet, sometimes, 'gainst the narrow^ Iwund 
Struck his steeled foot, ^vith startling sound 
His harnessed shoulders broad would graze 
The strait w^alls of these secret ways. 

Twice round the new^I bad he pressed, 
When his foot found a levd rest. 

From high poured forth the midnight air, 
Through loop-hole, of the turret-stair. 

He traced not now the second flight. 

For, at short distance cn the right, 

Faiet ray amid the darkness streamed, 

And through in arch the galler y gleamed. 
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Soon as Fitzharding pAsed the arch. 

He stepped with calm and firmer mi^h, 
And backward threw his Jbafiling cowl. 
And* looked and breathed with &eer soul. 
But now the narrow gallery 
Had nigh his venturous footstep |tayed ; 
The pillars* base so close did lie. 

Scarce might he pan behind their shade. 
That ^urse of pillars still is seen 
Along the massy wall. 

With rude, misshapen arch between 
Each pillar short and small. 

It fronted then the shrine and tomb 
Of hiu)^ who shared St. Alban’s doom. 

XXI. 

Here might awhile Fitzhardigig wait 
Till Richard’s scouts their watch abate ; 
And, from this transept's southern end. 
Above the nave itself«might wend 
And pass above the western doos^ 

Behind the parapet's high<breast ; 
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Thence glance the long, long nsta o'er. 

To farthiist shrine of Mar^ blessed. 

Seen throu'gh the pointed arches near, 

That rose above St, Alban's.bien 
Thus far the Knight may range, and view 
The death«scene many a heart ^all rue. 

The battle’s prey— the mighty slain 
Stretched out, and watched on marble plain. 
Whence then that gallery might go 
Around on high, or deep below ; 

O’- leading o*er the cloister walk, 

Where the unconscious monk may stalk ; 

Or to the Abbot’s secret room. 

Where Richard late decreed his doom ; 

Or to the inmost cell, wrought there ; 

Or to deep Mending fatal stair — 

Few living in the Abbey knew. 

For, hidden far from searcher’s view, 

Was many a flight and passage dim 
To vaulted hall and chamber gnm ; 

To crypt.and sepulchre and shrine ; 

^Ind prison cells, that undermine 
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The cloister- walk, and seem to spread 
Almost to lowly Ver's^old bed. 

XXII. 

Just where nave^ choA'^^nd transept met^ 

An^d Death with splendour was beset, 

Fitzharding stood and looked*beloW 

a 

0*er all the scene of varied woe. 9 
And thus it lay beneath his sight — 

The western^aisles Were stretched in night, 

Save the shrined transept’s rays 
Threw the full splendour of its blaze 
’Thwart the choir-steps and ’slant the nave. 

There, every altar-tomb and grave, 

As that long line of glory fell, 

Showed its dead warrior, all too well. 

Before those steps three altfys stood 
Arranged in row — Os^vyn’t the good, 

8t. Tfiomos, and the sad Marie, 

Now 'reft of pomp and imagery. 

There priests kept* solemn watch around 
Three knights, in bleeding arftiour bound. 
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xxni. 

71ie silver censer, burning near. 

Sent incen&e 6*eir marblie bier ; 

And poursuivants, in tabiurd^ pride. 

Stood mute those ivarriors beside. 

No ’scutcheon blazoned high was there ; 

But tattered banners on the air. 

Sad mtness of their master’s fate^ 

Now, as mute mourners, seemeff to wa^ 

Rose not the stately canopy, 

With crowded lights, o’er hearse on high ; 
While troops of mourners, watching round. 
Might creep to hear the Requiem sound. 

Not such the solemn watch held now. 

No lofty hearse— no mourners bow ; 

Nor blaze of tapers high in air ; 

Nor likeness of the dead v,vas there. 

The dead, each in his arms arrayed, 
rExposed to many an eye was laid. 

Forsaken save by heralds vain. 

Nor mommed, bat in the deatb^prieeta* strain. 
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By fresence of the state-watch dae> 
The Knight his dead commander knew; 
But, who are those on either hand, 
Cdnsed and laid out on altars* high ? 
Nobles they seem of Henry's band/ 
Whose poursuivants are watching by. 
Vainly Fitzharding might assay 
To read each visage inhere it lay. 

Or spell the armour, crest, or shield ; 

Their glimmer only was revealed 

• • 

By the long slanting ray. 

XXV. 


The farthest aisles and westward nave. 

Where only gleamed upon a grave 

A watch- torch dim and lone, 

. • 

Gave solemn contrast to th^choir. 

Which 'beamed as with celestial fire. 

Like to h^^clouded sun. 

From Alban's glorious shrine that light 
Streamed through the cbancel'e gloomy night ; 
For, though the Al^t's prudent care 
Had moved each jewekrich and rsu^. 
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Brought far^ as pilgrim*o^iag, 

^By noble knight, <Sit or king, 

Yet, trus|i2ig to Uie love and dread, 

r • 

That blessed Alban's shrine'o'erspread. 

It’s pillars, laid with golden plate. 

Fixed in the paveuent, that sustained 
The crystal canopy of state 
And golden bier, hrm-set remained ; 

And specious show, with trut^ that vied, 
And blazed amid the ta]>er's beams,, 

Tlie pendent lamps and torch-light gleams, 
Was left to soothe the Victor’s pride. 

XXVI. 

That rich and lofty canopy. 

With ever-burning lights cro^vued high, 
Suj)ported by four golden tAm ern, 

Seemed all within as q/rystal lowers • 
Branched o’er his coffin laid beneath ; 

So richly spread each dazzling wreath ! 

Below the centre alhcb of three, 

That opened to the^apelry, 

Were scrolled, in silent eloquence, 

Lines from the dread hvmr of bb^^usnck. 
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Where late his goldeif crown had been ; 

If is priests and monlt% Si band aronndt 
Watched^ patient^ o*er the honour^' scenes 
And Abbey-knigtits ii^ armour frowned. 

XXVII. 

St. Cuthbert’s Chapel had not*lent 

Its wide screen then to veil the choir, 

• * 

Where now it bounds the nave's ascent 
With the carved^lM^he and Gothic spire: 
Nor rose beft^re Su Albania shrine, 

In lofty state, as now is seen, 

• * 

The altar's more elaborate screen ; 

Of. fairy-filagree each line, 

Web- work each canopy and cell. 

Where many an imaged saint might dwell : 

Light are the ftowery k!tiot8, Uiat twine 

• ^ 

Round slender columns, clustered fine. 
That to the fretwork comice go, . 

Where flowers amid the foliage blow, 

And wheaten sheaf&and roses spread. 

Spell of the Abbot and the King 
Who raised — to gua^d St. Alban's bed-— 
This rich and glorioiib offering. 

Q 2 
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XX7I11. 

, Not then this beauteous her4en appeared 
To hide tlie jf)ier the pilgrim sought, 
And cause the object of his thought 

4t ' 

To be more tremblingly revered; 

But veil of silk^^'or cloth of gold. 

Hung high and jbroad in sweeping fold. 
On days of chief solemnity. 

There only this night might y m see 
A mourning drjipery, like a pall. 

With ample grace sweep from the w^l. 
In solemn memory of the dead, 

And half conceal the ]\Iartyr*s bed ; 

Aud seem, like evening*cloud, to throw 
Its darkness o*er day's gorgeous brow. 

xxif- 

Westward, the nave^ iu deeper, night. 
Brought little certain to the sight. 

Yet, where upon its lengtheu'd gloom 
Was seen to glare a fixed torch*llght. 
There lay a corpse upon a tomb. 

Or on some altar's maible pride ; 

And there a monk sat, clos^ beside. 
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From one the glittering 
Wl^ose wounds made known his fate. 
And stopd^ high-plumed^ on aliiar-stone. 
Beside the warrior overtJirown, 

As though it mocked his state. 

And many a dead form^ from this height, 
Seemed semblance but of marble Imight 
Extended in his sculptured weed. 

With ensigns high o? daring deed. 

Najr, sometiiQes, side by side were laid 
Tlie substanee and the mimic shade. 

The marble knight and warrior dead : 

Now each alike unconscious lay. 

And which was corpse 'twere hard to say ? 

XXX. 

There might be spen^ too, si4e by side. 
The slayer and the slain.*' 

Those hostile hands, that shed life's tide. 
Still crimsK)pM vrith the stain 
Of either combatant's last blood. 

Now powerless lay, as SvOne, or wood. 
Mute HOW the voicf, whos^ piercing sound 
Had sent dismay o'er ^ist^t ground. 
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Whose high ooSsiiMind loved and feared ; 
"'Not even its murmur now was heard. 

XXXI. 

And there, oh, sight of piteous woe ! 

Lay gallant sire and son below. 

Who, hand and heart, for Henry’s right 
Did, horse by horse, that mormng hght. 

And there lay son (oh, thrilling view !) . 

And father, who each other slew. 

Forced by the fate of civil strife, 

Tliey struck, uiiknowi, each other’s life ; — 

And, as they sunk, no more to rise, 

£ach turned on each his dying eyes, 

Wailed the sad deed, and mixed their last dw 
sighs. 

iiXXii. 

By the north pillars bf the nave, 

Four dedicated altars stood ; 

Each bore a victim for the grave. 

And now was stained ^vith noble blood : 

They faced those arches, sharp a|id tall, 
Where Oifa and his bee^teous f^ueen. 

And Edward of the saintly mien, 
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And mitred Lanfranc still^e eeeiir 
•Bending from carved capital, 

As watching o’er t^is mortal stene^ 
Now, listen ; for ’tis^^fearful all— 

All, that beneath Fitzharding’s eye 

• I 

Lay, as lie watched in gallery. 

He saw monks to tUs spot draw nigh. 
And o’er u pallid figure bend. 

And search again^ if living breath 
Might linger in such shape of death ; 
Thei^ silently, the limbs eBlend ; 

And — by the glare the torches threw 
On the gashed face beneath his view, 
Upon St. Scytha’s altar laid-*- 
Saw them the countenance compose. 
O'er the glaz<^ eye the #y e-lid close 
For c;,ver— ever ! in DeatU’s ihade ! 
And, %v'hile he marked that awful sight, 
It seemed, b^ thrill of sympathy, 

As if cold fingers did alight 
Upon his lids, and on them lie. 

A hojiror ran throigh all Itk frame; 

But this more painful paag o'erfiame— 



944 «ir. AX.BA.K^ft ABBSir. 

It seemed to him, that his sight now. 

While resting on the form below. 

Might view his father laid in death ! 

With frenzied gaze he songltt to know 
More certainly the face beneath— 

In vain ! The torch's wavering glare 
To gallery high, through depth of air. 
Showed but a wan, dead visage there. 

XXXllf. 

In very ecstasy of dread 

He turned away his straining eyes ; 

When, rifear him, through the gallery's shade. 
Where faint the altar-beams arise, 

A face — ^the phantom of his fear — 

It seemed his father's face were here. 

A something like a helmet gleamed. 

Figure or substance none there seemed 
Amid those shadows deep ; 

Sad was the look, and ashy pale. 

As it would speak some dreadful tale. 

Yet must dread secret keep. 

Was this a face traced mu the eyo 
From the brain's fiery ecstasy ? 
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A vision sent to warn him^ now, 

• *’ 

Tbat his dead father lay below ? 

A trace of soul — a look aloae-<«- 

« 

A likeness^ but as wroyght-in stonfr-^ 

So fixed, so absent, and so wan. 

Was all (hat met Fitzharding’s sight, 

In glimpse, through shadows of the night ; 
When soft the requiem from afar. 

Breathed bles$edne?s upon the air. 

And at the sound it seemed to fade. 

And ^ranisltein the distant shade. 

XXXIV* 

Long gazed the Knight where it bad been. 
Such look of woe he once had seen 
Dwelling upon his father’s mien. 

Long gazed he oji the dusky space ; 

Then drew the cowl upou^his face. 

And closer folded his dark weed. 

And strove that phantasie to read. 

Then, bending o'eV that gallery. 

He sought, once more, the fa^ to see, 

S&^van in deatj|, belo^j^ 

5 
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Features came faintly to his eyes ; 

’ But memory^ more than sight, supplies 
His father’s rOverAid brow. 

xxxr.' 

To end, at once, his torturing dread. 

He straight resolved to quit the shade ; 
When, lo ! from forth King Offa's aisle. 
With look and step of cautious guile. 

He marked two armoured men drn%v near. 
And rest them by that warrior’s bit»r. 
So^frovtTicd the helmets he had seen 
From shade of that aisle’s piDar lean : 

So bloomed the white-thorn fur their crest 
So gleamed the badge upon their breast. 
He knew tliem for the enemy. 

And guessed they meant him treaehery : 
But, wherefore by that bier 8tfM>d they ? 
Was it a Yorkist there that lay ? 

XXXVI. 

They bent, and gazed some little space 
Upon the warrior’s deathy face. 
Fitzharding watched if\Iiey migat show 
Uesture of triumph, or of woe. 
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Steadfast th^y stood with bended head« 

Nor speech^ nor gesture ventured. 

Then did the Ba{on surely know* 

The warrior had not Jeen their foe. 

A Yorkist thus, it seemed, lay here ; 

And, losing his most pressing fear. 

He judged it prudent now to stay. 

Till passed Duke Richard’s scouts away. 

And oft lie marked them w'atch around. 

And draw wdtliin the shaded ground. 

XXXVII. 

In solemn memory of the dead 

Now from the choir the low notes spread 

Of midnight dirge and requiem ; 

And to Fitzharding might they seem 
As hymn of some angelh^and, 

Whp on those honoured towers might stand 
To guide the spirit from below. 

And soothe with hope the mourner’s woe- 
But, hark ! a full and deeper sound 
Nqw^ answers from the cloister's bound ? 

Sooft as that mournful ckaunt was heard, 

I 

A gloom o’er all the choir appeared ; 
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While slowly o’er the high shrine &U 
The foldings'of the funeral yeS, 

Placed for the warriorc' obsequy. 

And dropped^ at midnight Di^iob f 

XXXVIII. 

Murmuring far^ where vaults unclose. 

The melancholy struin arose. 

The gallery where Pitaharding stood 
Fronted that cloister's northern door : 
Not one of heavy carved wood, 

W/th scroll ill-fancied covered o'er ; 

But that most richly carved and light. 
With slender stems and foliage dight. 

As 'broitlered with true leaf and flower. 
And trcced with Gothic pointings tall. 
And canopied with fretw<k*k small. 

Issuing beneath this mitred-arch, 

"^e fathers held their solemn march ; 
Where the long vista- walk withdrew. 
Their taper lights gave them to view. 

And played upon the vaulted roof. 

And showed each fretted li^e aloof « 
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There stoo^the tabernacled Saints 
Blessing the porch. Each corbeil quains 
With it’s carved visage, looking dgwn 
On all, who passed Jthe arch below. 

With smile fantastic, or with fro\vn, 
From^under helmed, or mitred brow,~ 
Was graved in light and shade s# strong. 
Where the gleam waving^ passed along, 

That, as the deetiffg shadows roved. 

You would have thought the features moved. 

XXXIX. 

The fathers came with solemn dirge 
And midnight chauntings for the dead ; 
And, as they on tlie aisle emerge. 

Sudden their lifted tapers shed 
Long gleams u|jjOii each allBr-bier, 

And showed the warrior resting near. 

Each monk, as to tlie choir he passed, 

A glance on the dead soldier cast. 

How various was* the countenance, 

Thus lighted by tlie ta])er*8 glance ! 

But,^h ! that wo|ds eacli^yne might trace 
Of that appealing look of ^grace> 
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(But words may hot that glimpse define^) 
V/hich beamed IProm many a passing ey^ 

Of the cowfed throng then crowding by — 
Tlie look, tha^ would to P^eaven resign 
Each object of its sympathy ! 

XL. 

While the choir-sfeps the train ascend> 

The silver censers steapi on high ; 

On them with frankincense attend 
The Prior and Sub-Prior nigh. 

(The aged Abbot stood not by.) 

They paifeed upon the marble bound> 

Where now St. Cuthl>ert*8 screen is found. 
And, ranging in half-circle round. 

O’er princely Somerset laid low. 

Their hundred lights, rdlsed high, nppear 
A curve of Hame, wide round the bier ; 

And they, to organ’s solemn flow. 

Sang Dirioe and Placebo. 

WTiene'er their mourning voices fell. 

Stern spoke above the sudden knell. 

Anti then the farthest ekeir's repJy 
Came murmuring, till, with flnest swell. 
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The loud notes filled the vaults on high, 

With grai|d and mournful harmon^ ; 

And these the words that hymned by. 

XLI.. 

THE CI|OIR. 

In regions of eternal light. 

Where Truth and Mercy dever cease, 

Oh ! may each summoned soul delight. 

And rest ! for ever rest ! in peace ! 

I heard a seraph-voice speak nigh, 

And \hus, in thrilling sound it said, 

' For ever blessed are the dead. 

Who faithful and repentant die !' " 

After high chorus through the vaulted sphere 
Had slowly sunk around the warrior’s bier. 

This strain from monks iff demi-chaunt arose. 

With many a solemn pause and touching close. 

SUNG ROUND THE BIER. 

To THEE I lifted Up mine eyes. 

To THEE, upon the mountains throned ! 

To TpEE, WHO spread the boundless skies. 

Mid hung th^ with worlds around.” 
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The fathers ceased, and^ from the choir again 
S^Velled o*er the Vgan this resounding 8tx|tin. 

TtfE CHOIR. 

cc •Xwas mine to hear a sere^h- voice. 

And thus in thrilling words it said, 

' Repentance bids the soul rejoice ; 
Repentance 'sanctifies the dead.*" 

The choral sounds sunk tremulously fine. 

As closed those solemn words — in hushing sign 
Of tender awe — sorrow by faith subdued — 
Stillness of spirit — meekest gratitude. 

Then the full grandeur of the organs rolled, 
Then soft, as if by pious peace controlled, 

V 

Low murmured, \^hile the mingled chorus passed 
From dhoir and bier, and calmer sadness cast. 
x}!n. 

While rose this chorus soft and slow, 

^he Knight, in trance of deepest woe, 

Listened till all was still below. 

And long, it seemed, that pious strain 
Lingered below each vaulted roof. 

And died, in murmurs T..r aloof, 

Lulling the first keen sense of pain. 
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Silent > the watching ^Warrior Sieved ; 

Teai%4imined hia manlj eye , ' 
While the close corslet firequdat heaved 
With many a deep-drawn sigh. 
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AMOJJG THE DEAD. 

I 

Now wlifen the midnight chaunt wa« o'er. 
And through the cloiifi^$ mitred door 
The monks had passed and gone. 

Came a pule vision on that way, 

111 suiting with the morn of May, 

Ere long aliout to dawn. 

It cause not, like the lark's gay voice. 

To waken Nature to rejoice ; 

It came toi^ourn her perished hloom, 
^Untimely gathered for the tomb. 

In summer prime, in xvintry age. 

The ruddy youth, the silvered sage ; 

It came the bitter tear to pour. 

The silent ranks of death* t’exple-'e. 
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Long had that anxious train^ apart^ 
Watched for this hour with fi^rfu} heart ; 
The hour when plund^'s toil might e!id> 
And trembling relative and friend 
By feebk torch-light might dilcerti 
The truth they sought, yet feared, to learn. 
The hour was come ; — and where so late 
The trumpet's thriTling voice spoke fate ; 
And charger's tramp o*«r1j^pper-stones, 
And*rattli«g arrows and wild groans 
Fiercely in dreadful chorus rose 
These, tlmt iiad’Jroubled the long day. 
This tumult all had died away. 

And left the town in deep repose. 

For, not the wi^cli-word htard afar. 

Nor measured step of guard of war, 
Humming the tune he miglit mot sing. 
While pacing near his captive King, 

Nor feeble wail borne on the air. 

Through lattice-bar, from \^dowed fair, — 

• t 

N<Tt #hese disturly?d^the ^llness near ; 
They gave it character more drear. 
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And sometimes Horror^ self would ding 
death-n6ta from tl^e rayen's wing^ 
When, fi*om '!iis watcl^-tower, pero^d alone. 
With ravening eyo and ardenC frown. 
Downward he dapped where none was by. 
To quaff the gory channel nigh. 

111 . 

'Twas at this hour of dreary rest. 

Mourners around the Abbey prei^ed. 
Fitzharding viewed those forms of woe 
Among the slaughtered warriors go ; 

And, withodread sympathy, beheld. 

Of every age from youth to eld. 

Those mourners throw the searching glance 
For friends ded from tlieir mortal trance 
Of deeting turmoil here hslow ; 

Friends, who had felt what these feel now. 
Ere their stilled hearts w^ere cold, 

Hie pang, that friends alone can know. 

And never may be told I 

IV. 

He • narked some rusli w4h frenzied haste ; 
So swift from oier to bier they paced. 



4MOKO TJfU BEAir. 


ut 


It seemed they had not timer to know 
The wounded limn of friend from foe* 

Yet, where the lami lay o*er fiaqp, 
Distorted sore by n^f^nds and death. 
There would they pause some little space. 
And sjiuddering view what slept beneath. 
Others passed on this solemn s one. 

With firmer step and calmer mien, 

With stern fixed iJrbw, where patience lay, 
As if themselves and Misery, 

After loag strife for mastery. 

Were old companions on life's way. 

V. 

But, who is he in sable weeds, 

t * 

Whose heart in deepest sorrow bleeds ^ 

Who o’er yon \5^rrior bends the head, 

o 

Now, laid upon his marble bed. 

Near princely Somerset outspread ? 

The shading cow^ has fallen aside. 

And show's the mourner’s martial pride. 

He kneels beside a father's bier; 

» • 

Whi\^ the priest ^rings t^a censer near, 
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Takes from his boy in snowy stole 
The golden*plated incense bowl. 

And on the burning calibers throws 
'Mjrrh and nard and eastern yose. 

The mourner rises from his knee, 
Prepared what most he dreads to see ; 
He lifts the lawn from off the face ; 

The cap of steel has left its place, 

And shows the honoured look:^ of age. 
Around a visage calm and sage, 
Profaned with many a gory trace, 

VI. 

As bends some sculptured form of woe 
Upon the twilight-tomb below, 

And may nor sigh nor tear l)esto%% , 

Nor any living syinptoio.8liow, — 

So viewed the son his father's bier 
Mutely and fixed, without a tear, 

While his cheek took the pallid hue 
Of the lorn face liencath his vien . 

That look, reflected oh his brain. 

Held and possessed him^mth its pain. 
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sinking eyes gre^ pale and dim. 

Yet still they ,aeemed*to gaae on him ! 
Cold dews upon his 1) row prevail, 
Trefnours his every nerve assail ; 

TiU consciousness and sorrow fail ; 

And stupsr dwells on all his «oul 
With heavy, terrible control. 

VII. 

Fitzharding watch^ one mourner long, 
From bier to l)ier among the throng, 

Till he paused o*er a warrior dead, 
Disguised by wounds, distorted, dread, 
And mangled so that none could know. 
The helmet w'as not on hi.s brow, 

Nor shield upon his breast was laid ; 

It rested 'neath the tomb's hnv shade. 

But fnmi that gifardian shield ^neath, 
From 'forth those shadows drear of death. 
Mute and forlorn, a dog crept near. 

No antics spoke \xi» grateful cheer ; 

No Kh(»rt quick bark, no stidcii cry 
Pealed, los when step he loved was nigh , 
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Put by the slider sad be 8toQd| 

upifArd lookidiSbi doubting tlsOO^ 

▼m* 

A little sptoiel dog d'es be^ 

All silvef-tvbite bis bair> 

♦ { 

Save some few spets of red^tawney* 

With forehead high and fair. 

^Hia lively eyes were bwtel bright^ 

And mild and tender, too. 

And full of sympathy’s quick light, 
Artless and warm and true. 

Full often gaily had be run 
In sport o'er deld and wood. 

With bis dear lord, round Alban's 
Now— crimsoned with his blood ? 

And, all for sport, bad sought this day 
His master's step afar^ 

Till, coming where he bleeding lay 
Upon his bed of war, 

He knew him, through his dead disguise. 
And owned hiih pron^ptly with loud cries 
T^en, silent, crouclied him by his side. 
Faithful the utmost to abide. 
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And when the monks came *moiig the slaia> 
with quick paws and angry plain^ 

Half bark, half howb in effortsivain 
Still tried to guard his Jling-loyed friend 
From stranger 8 f<K)t, from stranger’s hand. 
He saw them bring the gory shroud, 

And bear that lielpless friend away ; 
Then, fearless, 'mid the trampling crowd. 

He followed close — -lamenting loud ; 

Nor threat, nor blow, his steps could stay, 
Nor f\ir words his forWarance buy ; 

And no\r beneath his bleeding bier. 
Though he might shed no mourner’s tear. 
He paid him sorrow’s obsecpiy. 

IX. 

f\"ow, as the straqger turneiWiis view, 

He hi>j h»st s<»irs companion knew. 

And tlien the shield, fnmi uliich he crept, 
Where he for hours mute watch had kept ; 
Then was the mournful tnith made jdain ; 

A* father could not doubt again : 

H e sa\j| his dead soij resting diere, 

n . 
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And checked no moi^e the^ bitter tear. 

'The dog, who late had drooping stood 
With fixed and e^m^t eye. 

Soon as the stranger chan^d his mood 
To sorrow’s ecstasy, 

m 

Owned his dear master’s sire in grief* 

And sprang, as if to give relief 
By sad responsive cry; 

And even strove those tears to d^\^ 

That now came rolling by. 

Stronger no human tongue could speak, 
Soothing and comforting, 

Than his, who dried the mourner’s cheek. 
With tender minist’ring. 

Tlil^ eye, that never tear had shed. 

Knew’ w ell that sig.i of w oe ; 

The heart, that never his pang had, 

Could sympathy bestow ! 

X. 

Deem it not trivial tliat so long 
Has paused the solemn funeral song 
For tale of poor and hrimble frienik 
Where truth and simple goodness blend ; 
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Since gratitude, wherever found, 

•Fidelity, sagacious love. 

In whatsoever shape tliey mWe, 

Claim praise where gri^s abound. . 

And 'mid tins scene of mortal fate, 

Of ragijig passions, pride and hate. 

Oh ! s(K)t]iing, — soothing was the sound 
Of artless love and gratitude ! 

Sweet as, in pause of tempest rude. 

The warble of some lonely flute, 

That leems its empire t<i dispute 
Awhile — but swells, and dies away 
At last, beneath the tempest’s sway ! 

Thus sweet and sad the memory, 

O ! pcwr and faithful friend, J»f thee ! 

XI. 

Still rpiiiid the dead the mourners stray, 
Pause oft, and stoo]) upon their way, 

Till some known crest, or visage dear 
To changeless, grief changed hope and fear. 

Stink by degrees the moan of woe, 

'• * 

From Uiose, wJw> claimed dead below. 
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Stop aftor stop de])iirtiiig foil, 

Pdiused at tfio porch, in last farewell, 

TiU all is lo»e h\' tonio and hier, 

Save that a monk sits shado'iv v here. 

Or maii-at-anns, at interval, 

Havock’s and Death’s grim sentinel, 
Sluttered strange ^dirase ungenial. 

Now rolled the tlmnder, that had hrt>ke 
O’er distant hills, since curfew spoke ; 

Now the fiirked lightning, passing ]>y, 
Awake the aiigel-forni t»n high. 

Beneath the crystal tracery. 

And showed each secret galhay, 

Where, starting hack into the niglit. 

Many a visage shrunk from sight. 

\ii. 

Fitzharding, liy the ihumier mused. 
Thought of the sufferers still uiilauised, 
.^hased fr<»m their ranks to heatli and wood, 
By civil treachery j)ursued. 

Plundered of arms aim harness gear, 

At?d hiding from tlie murderers near. 



^MONi; TiTk DKAl). 


.m 

Thon came the fear, jhat there might stray 

• ^ 

His father on the wild heath-way, 

Old and alone, roltbed of his a/ins ,• 

Listening each step t(fnew ahlnns ; 

Till, woru hy j)ast and present tc^l, 
lie sinks^u])on the bare, damp soil, 

And, stretche<l low on earthy bed, 

This teinpgst inook^ his hoary head. 

Then came the fear — ah no, the hope 
Himself might with such evils cope ; 

Then* filled ^lis mind thischiefest cure — 

That he his f.ither’s fate might share ! 

XIII. 

These thouglits awoke impatience high : 
lie trtrned to leave the gallery, 

His father's fat^^el^e^\ heiw to learn, 

Tlibiigh yet lxli»tT Duke Richard's train. 
Feigning to guard a warri(»r slain, 

(hiileful and still, wait his return. 

As his eyes o’er the gallery gjance, 

• * 

Seemed a dim sliadow to advance, 

Scare! shaped* upot tHe ttWlight pale, 
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’Twas Clement, who, with ready cure, 
Came.to enjoin him yet beware 

•i / 

Duke Richard’s *^coufs, on watcli below, 

r 

Where, he had secret cause to know, 

They stood to giv^e a ijagger blow 
To one, who yet their search had fled — 
Lancastrian knigfit — so was it said. 

And Clement pointed where, in guile. 
Those men in arms within the gloom, 
Who traced the Baron down the aish , 

V 

Still lingered near St. Scytha’s tomU 

XIV. 

Since, then, Fitzharding here must rest, 
He mournfully the IMonk addressed — 

Wilt thon. mean while, the aisles expl(>re, 

f* 

And make strict search l!ie corpses o'er ? 
These are the signs thy search shall lead ; 
rMark them, and then away, with speed ! 
•Tall is my father’s form, hut age 
lias hent it with su gentle sway. 

Drawn on his visage wrinkles sage. 

And strewn his locks with'siK/cr-^rev. 
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And this the fashion of the steely 

That may, alas ! my sire reveal : 

iMain, plaited steel ; no inlaid gold 

Is ^aven round each clasping fold ; 

• * 

1 1 is helmet, all of iron proof, 

Is golden vlamasked ; and aloof 

Tlie le()])ard for his crest is knowiv 

11 is visor shows three bars alone ; 

II is gilded spurs luive motto bossed — 

* ILopal, ti)0U|j^ Jfidti anh flope be 

XV. 

While thus Fitzharding, with a sigh, 
Pictured the warrior's pageantry, 

While t‘aeh reineinbered sign he drew 
KraveJii.N sire’s image to his view, 
lie paused, o’ertjome with igidden dread, 
As if. he saw his father dead. 

'I’lie Monk in listening silence stood, 
^^'ith look that sjnjke his mournful mood. 
And bent his head in meek assent, 
fVnd on his stdemii errand went. 
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XVI. 

]fitzlmrdin|4 from his station viewed 
His friend .nass slojvlv on the aisle, 

" t 

Wliose ste})s liis anxious eyCs pursued. 
Watched every gesture, attitude. 

And ]iause, however slight^ the while. 
The ordered biers* he moved among, 

And o’er each corpse inquiring hung. 

As slowly on the forms lie dwelt, 

4 

Fitzharding dread impatience felt, 

Mingled with anger and surprise, 

As pause.' bade new fear.s arise. 

“ Oh ! need he doubt f a single glanct' 

Might prove my. father’s coi ntenance. 

fiven now ujion his face, perchance, 

He hkiks ! Ah ! now hi» seeks the crest, 

u 

And now the shield rpoii his brea.st. 

And now the golden spur he spells, 

f 

Still on the mott<» there he dwells ! 

\Vould that my eyes their light could lend 
Oh ’ will these inomeiits never end - " 

He jiasses t<» a farther teqih ; 

Fitzhardiijg Veit as .saved fnan thwun. 
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Tliat fartlier bier too distant lay 
u ^ * 

To ^ive liis dou1>ts and terrors sway ; 

Ik souirht to calm his troubled min^ 

•. f . 

/Vid wait the trirth,itvith will resigned. 

XVM 

Thoiigh*now were gone tlie mourner-train, 
One weeping form appeared iigifin. 

A figure, wrapt in pilgrim fold, 

Passed as with des]K*ration bold ; 

On as she slV]»t, went close beside, 

A Monk, fis guardian and as guide. 

She glanct‘d on every warrior’s face ; 

And, though she jnissed with frantic pace, 
Yet was there in her gesture grace, 

Tha% gave to sornjw dignity. 

And drew aiuUfixed Fitjffar ding’s eye. 

He sighed to think, that fraifie so slight 
Must meet afiliction’s rudest blight : 

That sensibility s<» keen 

Had dared to rush upon this scene, 

Mdiert' nerves, that had ^sustained the light. 
Shuddered and sl^rultk, Jlfd shunned the sight 
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She seeks, perchance, a husband slain ; 

If 'found — how may her heart sustain 
The dreadful Riith '*Twas thus he said, 

“ How may she view lH*r huslK.nd*dead 

XVI II. 

Struck with a solemn Sympathy, 

He groaned, and watched wliat she might see 
A softer pity t<mched his breast 

From contrast, as this stranger’s woes, 

And Florence in her Inmie of rest, 

U^n his f;:ncy rose. 

He thought wliat her state might have been, 
Had she been doo!ned t(» this dread scene. 
And blessetl Iier in re|H)se. 

Her fears must all aside he cast, 

If safe his messenger ha<r passed. 

XIX. 

Some likeness in their grace and air, 

• « 

On Fh»rence still detained his thought, 
And, as he marked the stranger’s care, 

A deeper pity for lier wrought. 

She bent upon St. Scj'thTAi tor b, 

That lay beneath Fitzhardiiig s eye, 
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Viewed the dead warrior througi^i tlie gloom^ 
And, reading respite of her d(K»m, 

She looked^ in thankfulness, on bjgfe : — ; 
And, Us the light beanfed o’ef her face. 

The Baron could her features trace. 

Upon hisniind, like sudden spelf, 

Terror and consternation dwell ! • 

’Tis Florence ! tis herself ! liis own 
Venturing among flie dead alone. 

XX. 

Short* was tiie spell, ttfat fixed him here: 
Forgotten every danger near, 

Save those, that might her steps await ; 
Forgotten even his thr<j&tened fate, 
fj[e rushes on the aisle below, 

'And clasps that^)ilgriin foitn of woe. 

His Voice recalls her fieetiug sense ; 

She lifts her eyes, but sight is gone ! 

Her trembling lips, tha^ would dispense 
Affection, comfort, j<»y alone, 

Slurmur but with a feeble moan. 

• • 

Fitzl^rding called^ah|pd f|^» aid, 
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Through every danger of the way. 
h><^eii where the watchful foenian may 
Seize on hiiii^iS^ his instant prey. 

\\i. 

1 i*e monk attendant, h:te her guide, 

Warned him of ill, that must betide 

« 

From Richard’s bjMds, tliese walls between. 
If tliere Lancastrian were seen. 

Then to the chaster straight he fiied, 

And smm his ready zeal snpjdied 
Such aid as twice recalled liei^ life, 

From joy'aiid sorrow’s various strife. 

’Twas lie, wlio found her senseless laid. 
Long since, when she a form Mirveycd, 

And, having raised the veil of death, 

Had caught the ghastly #riin»j»se beneath, 
Which brought to lie** half-wildered mind 
The very form slie b*ared to find. 

XXII. 

I 

Grief may be painti‘d ; 'tis of earth: 

But joy, which i*j of heavenly birth. 
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Of spirit all — celoslial lire — 

May not h*' kiioVii, 

]\Iay not bf sh(»wn, 

§ave in the smile il^ beams 'inspire. 

Such sniilt^spoke thiui^hts djMiiecJ to breath 

Such sTnile on Florence’ lips ^\^ls seen ; 

It li jitened o’er this world of death, 

And wit'll its <rlor\ veiled tlie scene ! 

‘ %* 

She saw ahuie her husband saved ! 

Horror ain^rrief l::i^ vanished now ; 
PresAit and future ill she liraved, 

I\Iight but her steps with his steps ^o. 
"She viewed not sliapc* stand watchine; by, 
With curious and with^Tuel eye. 

\XIII. 

How, (iideriuit wtis Fit/hafifinir’s state I 
No b(‘anied on his anxious mind ; 

Hut ter^yjjjjfhr his father’s fattu 
With fears fnr FlorencJ now C(»mbined. 


Even at that moment, sudde^ilv, 
!^li^ht lu* his fat her *s image see 
8t!|‘tched on soi|ie CnarlflJ* near! 
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Ere Florence niig^it lie spared such sight;, 

r 

Or shrouded from Duke R, shard’s might. 
How miglitTie'seeC the bier? 

XXIV. 

To save her from jhis .'^cene of dread 
And chance of* various ill* 

The cloistt*r gallery he ha<i Hed 
Seemed jdace <»f refuge still. 

But her S4»le fear t»n this sad gnnin<). 

Was loss of him so Ic^'dv foend. 

* . • * 1 
Prophetic seemed it to her heart 

If now they part the} ever part ! 

All other danger, light as air, 

Claimetl nut with her a singu* care. 

t* 

Sure of his life, her peace was sure ; 

What nee<l «»f safe retreat for her ? 

'Twas not in shrouditig solitude ; 
f,Far distant uoe might there* intrude. 
'Twas eve*!! at her liushc ndh side. 

That safety was— whatt*Vr la'tide* ; 

For, diinv the v orsl, they share it til, 
Together Jive — togethei^rall. 
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jfitl^harding thought *1^^11118 4 le dated 

Meet woe alone- not woe thus shared. 

f n . • 

But, dreading now again to flart, 

• * ' 

HRi judgment yielded t<i his heart ; 

He cauglif the amrage of h^r lofe ; 

What she feared not he thought^not of. 
Then, while In* bade, with tender care, 
Florence' f<»r disnilll siglits prepare, 

Her only aiifjwers weri*i|^gh 
And^smile of^sadiie>.'^)on passed by. 

She drew the dark hood o'er her head, 


And followed closely where he led. 
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